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August 8, 1936: Nazi Germany's ill-fated 
Hindenberg passes over Philadelphia. 
















































































| am amazed how the world seemed to fear the com- 
ing of the year 2000 and the end of a millennium. | 
believe a lot of people truly thought the world would 
come to an end, just because the year was changing. 
So the computers around the world were gonna go 
haywire, so what. Don’t you think ‘they’ thought about 
that before the general public found out about it? One 
person told me they were afraid of the water system 
getting contaminated because it's run by computers. 
First of all, the water system is already contaminated 
and if it came down to a worse situation, I'd move in 
with my parents and their fresh well water. No electric, 
| guess that would heavily affect the TV prone. But if 
civilization has been able to survive without electricity 
for the first 1900 years of this millennium, it might be 


_efreshing to start the first part of a new mill’ without it. 


Civilization would have to take a humble step back- 
wards, allowing the earth to heal from excessive pollu- 
tion, scavenging and neglect. Personally, I'd love to go 

back to the horse and buggy. 


Alot has happened in the last 100 years, and people 
should be scared of more issues than our computers 
breaking down. | have a theory about television and 
it's long term effects. Just think, TV has only been 
around for the last 60 years or so. My mom was the 
first on her block to have a television only because my 
grandfather was an RCA repair man. So you figure 
both my mom and grandparents were not raised on 
TV like most people today under the age of 50. And 
now we have everyone diagnosed with some type of 
mental illness and violent behavior in sweet, young 
innocent children. If 4 hours less daylight can have a 
depressing effect on a person, imagine what 4 hours a 
day of television programming can do, and that’s the 


key word—programming. 


Before television, one means of entertainment was the 
live arts. From the poorest households with a beat up 
acoustic guitar to the rich Victorians with grand pianos, 
people entertained through music and dance. They 
would also go to theaters, dances or just gather for 
stories and discussions. Artists expose their souls for 
our entertainment. So this issue we pay tribute to the 
entertaining artists who have saved us from going 
bipolar, and have instead gone crazy themselves 
through extreme self-examination. From the artists to 
the observers, venues big and small, we thank you for 
keeping the live arts alive. 
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Exploring the world of guerrilla video with 
JEFF KRULIK 


Interview by Frank Reese 
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If someone came to me a few months ago with the trivia question, “What filmmaker has done features with ERNEST 
BORGNINE, FREDDIE BLASSIE and the creators of LANCELOT LINK” I would’ve been stumped. I recently found the 


web site for this particular filmmaker, JEFF KRULIK, who not only worked with these great entertainers but was also a co-con- 
spirator of the 80’s headbanger documentary “HEAVY METAL PARKING LOT”. I have been in search of this short but sweet 


film for quite some time and needless to say I was very happy when I stumbled on to his web site. 





I contacted JEFF by phone at his home in Washington DC and conducted the following interview. 
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Did you meet JOHN HEYN (his partner 
in many of these films) during your 
days at the public access show? 


Yeah, when | was a public access user | 
made a documentary about the old movie 
theaters in DC. While making this | heard 
that John was working on the same idea, 
that's how we met. He made a short 5 
minute tribute to them and | was working 
on a longer documentary on them. He was 
working at a TV station at the time so we 
met and hit it off that way. 


In one of the 
videos you sent 
me, there is a clip 
of you on the JOE 
FRANKLIN show 
discussing the old ii 
theaters. They show =~ 
a copy of a maga- te , 
zine called Marquee, ea ee 
is that something you 
were working on? < 
| was involved with the 
old theaters talking 
about the theater histori- 
cal society, which was 
just my way of getting 
booked on the JOE 
FRANKLIN show. That's 
all | wanted to do was to go 
on JOE FRANKLIN. | didn’t 
have my project at the time but | 
did have a legitimate reason for 
being on. It was more or less the 
kick of being on JOE FRANKLIN 
that was motivating me (laughs). 
It was my first project, my first 
really serious project. | still have 
a very big interest in old movie 
theaters. | grew up in the sub- 
urbs outside of DC and never 
really experienced the grand 
movie house, never really 
gave much thought to it until | 
was in college. There was a 
lot of them and they are 
gone... torn down. 





Were you involved in 
helping to preserve any 
of these? 


| got involved with an effort to 
save the Tivoli Theater in DC. It basically 
lead me to a much keener awareness and 
interest in historic preservation, so the 
documentary is where it all started for me. 
| used to lug these huge cameras up to 
these old timers and interview them. 


Is that where you got the resources to 
make “HEAVY METAL PARKING LOT”? 


Exactly. John and | hit it off and he used 
to come over to the studio and he really 


got a kick out of how it was “anything 
goes”. | came from college radio and | 
kind of translated that into a cable show. | 
could do basically anything | wanted, with- 
in reason. | used to have bands play and | 
once ran a BUTTHOLE SURFERS con- 
cert. | got that concert from a station in NY. 
The only time | got in trouble. (laughs) 


Really, because of the 


language? a 

















So it was pretty much spur of the 
moment? 


| don’t remember us really debating it for 
a long time, it was just a random chance 
that JUDAS PRIEST was playing at the 
Capitol Center on a Saturday night. We 
could go out that afternoon and I'll take my 
cameras. It could’ve been any band, | 
mean it could’ve been NAZARETH... 
well no, that’s not true. | think it had to 

be a real colorful metal show. 


Yeah, | think you kind of needed 
that drunken, AC/DC type 
audience. 


Exactly, and | think if it had been 
AC/DC we would've done AC/DC. 
We could've never anticipated the 
following, the success that we 
had, if you will, for it. | mean, it 
was JUDAS PRIEST, a beautiful 
spring day... we paid to get into 
the parking lot, we never went 
into the concert and sort of 
stumbled around with these 




































































big, heavy cameras. We spent 
















































































about 2 hours out there and 



































Well, what happened is | 
told this guy at the station to play 
whatever he 
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because | had to leave. It’s 5:00 
in the evening and everyone is still at the 
company. (laughs) It was the language 
and GIBBY was taking his clothes off and 
it was too weird for my company to have 
rubbed in their face. So, that’s an example 
of the stuff that got played. 

| had John come out and he started help- 
ing me with things. It was John’s idea to 
do this heavy metal concert and | thought 
“he’s right”, it might be pretty cool. 







































































got about an hour of footage. 
When we got back, that’s 

when | came up with the title, “HEAVY 
METAL PARKING LOT”. John took it to 
his job and edited it there. 











Do you still have some of the footage 
that didn’t make it onto the original 
film? 


We just released a 
version of it that con- 
tains the lost footage, 
that’s the official tape 
that we're selling. 


4 The scenes when you 
were going into the 
crowds and people are 
Fs kind of swarming the 
cameras, were you get- 
ting nervous at all? 


Tk | think we were nervous 
when we went in, what the 
hell are we doing, we're 
going to get drug deals, 


ae punched in the face. I’m 


going to get my camera 

equipment broken and it’s not 

even mine, but it was 180 
degrees the other way. People were stum- 
bling over themselves trying to get on 
camera. | don’t remember one single inci- 
dent where anyone was like, “| don’t want 
to go on camera’. 

One of the best descriptions of this that 
I've heard this past year was, it wasn’t 
common to see somebody walking around 
with a camera, in 1986. Nowadays, every- 


body has camcorders, so back then | 
guess they thought that it must be the 
news...| don’t know what they thought. | 
was lugging the deck and the microphone 
and John was shooting and we would 
switch off, so it wasn’t like one of these 
small cameras. 


I’ve read where a band in 
California wrote a song 
about Zebraman (a very ani- 
mated disciple of heavy metal, 
from the film, dressed head to 
toe in a zebra stripe outfit), a 
rather negative portrayal. 


| don’t think the guy really got 
it, he just seemed really trou- 
bled about it. I’ve never been 
disturbed by it, but my parents 
were. They hated it, they still 
hate it. (laughs) They’re thrilled 
that it’s gotten a lot of attention 
but that’s all. | showed it to my 
brothers and they loved it. 


| think that you had to be 
there... been at something 
like this at some point in 
your life to really get it. 


Yeah, | think for you and | and for a lot of 
others, who grew up going to concerts... 
or going to high schoo! even. So this guy 
who wrote the song... let’s just say it was 
kind of somber. | don’t know anything 
about the band or if it was even released. 


So 10 years later you 
went back to the same 
parking lot and filmed 
“NEIL DIAMOND PARK- 
ING LOT’? 


Yeah, we went back in 
1996 and again it was 
John’s idea, kind of a fol- 
low up on “H.M.P.L.”. We 
thought about doing BAR- 
BARA STREISAND 
(laughs) but we blew that 
and then we heard about 
NEIL DIAMOND and it 
just seemed to make 
sense. It’s not “H.M.P.L.” 
but I’m really proud of it, | 
just getting out there and |— 
mixing it up with some ~~ 
real fans who are real 
rabid, crazed, about their 
hero. 


Tell me about “MR. BLASSIE GOES 
TO WASHINGTON”. 


| did a few projects with BRENDON 
CONWAY back when | was at the 
Discovery Channel, we would sit around 
and joke around about what kind of TV 





shows we'd like to see (laughs). And | 
always loved FRED BLASSIE, and what 
would happen if “the king of men” came to 
Washington DC. We flew FRED BLASSIE 
down and got a crew out. It was a total 
disaster, so much went wrong. We were 
all pretty bummed out by it. We did it in 94 





and when | quit the Discovery Channel in 
’95 | went back through it, there’s got to be 
something here. 


Who were the girls in the background 
that looked like his entourage? 


We put that together, they were local 











the White House said, “Yeah, ‘BREAK- 
FAST WITH BLASSIE’, all right” (laughs). 


Was he easy to work with? 


Actually, he didn’t get cranky until the 
afternoon, but | had been warned about 
him by JOHNNY LEG- 
END who did “BREAK- 
FAST WITH BLASSIE’. 
He said that all of a sud- 
den he'll just blow up, 
something will happen 
(laughs). 
The air conditioning in 
the limo died and we got 
caught in a lot of traffic. | 
remember him stomping 
away at the airport 
because that’s when we 
decided that we wanted 
autographs. He _ had 
enough. He has really 
bum legs and we made 
him walk all over the city. 
A lot of things went 
wrong. Our Elvis imper- 
_ " _ sonator got lost, we want- 
~ ed him to meet Elvis. 

















What did you have to pay him for 
something like this? 


We paid him a personal appearance fee 

which was $2000, | believe. It’s funny 
because the guy | worked with, | con- 
vinced him to pay for it (laughs). What 
happened was that | 
edited it and put about 2 
or 3 grand into it, so it 
kind of evened out. 
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strippers. We put that together for him and 
hired a limousine. We went all over the 
city with him, talking to tourists and he was 
quite funny. 


Did people recognize him? 


Yeah, a few people. One guy in front of 














EARNEST BORG- 
a NINE seems like a 
pe pretty likable guy. 
~2=, How was he to work 
with? 


That was much more 
ambitious but equally as 
risky a business propo- 
sition. This was again 
with BRENDON CON- 
WAY and this was stuff 
that we'd just joke 
about. ERNEST BORG- 
NINE driving a_ bus, 
showing up at your 7/11, 
picking people up and 
that’s pretty much how it 
started. It was this big 
old bus, like a half million dollar rock'n'roll 
tour bus. So we pitched him on it and he 
loved it. It took a lot more money to get 
this started, although ERNEST didn’t 
charge us anything, it was like a home 
movie to him. Getting a crew and getting 
to Milwaukee took a lot more effort. 
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| thought the clip from the HOWARD 
STERN show was pretty funny.(they 
sent HOWARD a picture of ERNEST with 
his arm around JEFF’s shoulder, 
STERN’S response, “why does ERNEST 
BORGNINE have his arm around A 
GUY?’) 


When we first met ERNEST we took pic- 

tures with him, his arm around me, real 
friendly guy. | made my picture into a holi- 
day card announcing the project and 
handed them out to every- 
body | knew. | had 
STERN’S address, so | 
sent him one and it made it 
onto his radio show and 
then, of course, the TV 
show. It was great. Then | 
got a call from ERNEST’S 
publicist saying, “What’s 
going on? Someone told 
me we were on STERN’, 
she was kind of annoyed. 
She was very annoyed, 
actually. (laughs) | basical- 
ly told her that it was my 
card and then she was real 
nice about it. She just 
wanted to get some clarifi- 
cation on it. So it was 
great, it really upped the 
stakes and showed them 
that we were really serious 
about this. 





Your latest project is the LANCELOT 
LINK... 


Yeah, | did something called “Il CREAT- 
ED LANCELOT LINkK”. It's something | 
shot about 2 years ago when | was out in 
LA. | took the cameras out with my friend 
DIANE BERNARD and met with the cre- 
ators of LANCELOT LINK. 
It won awards this year for 
best documentary at the 
New York Underground 
and best documentary 
short at the Chicago 
Underground. 


Does this include any 
unseen, or behind the 
scenes LANCELOT 
LINK footage? 


No, those guys didn’t 
have any of that stuff. 
When it was on NICK- 
ELODEON in the late 80’s 
| was so obsessed, | 
taped every episode on 
tape at the cable compa- 
ny | worked for at the time. 
So, | had all this crisp, 
clear footage of the show 
and that’s what | used in this documen- 
tary. 


Did you ever discuss how the animals 
were treated? 


When | tried to address them with that 
issue, they seemed to agree that they 
weren't really mistreated. | didn’t really 
want to push the issue. For the time | think 
they did the best they could, from that 
1970 perspective. | wanted to do more of 
a profile of STAN BURNS and MICHAEL 
MARMER,, the creators of the show. They 
hadn’t seen each other in 10 years so it 
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was more of a reunion of them. | asked 
them if they thought they were being cruel 
to them and they said “Naah, the chimps 
loved it”. (laughs) 


Who did the music for that psyche- 
delic chimp band? | think they were 
called the EVOLUTION REVOLUTION. 





Yeah, the EVOLUTION REVOLUTION. It 
was a studio band and to be quite honest 


PEA PLAYS or 





| don't think | asked them. | was kind of 
winging it with questions. They were prob- 
ably some studio thing like THE 
ARCHIE’S. That would’ve been really 
funny to have found the people who did 
that. Maybe as a sequel I'll track down the 
EVOLUTION REVOLUTION _ band. 
(laughs) 


I’ve read in an interview with you that 
you were considering, which | thought 
was a great idea, a documentary on 

THE CRAMPS? 


Yeah, that’s more 


less a_ pipe 
dream. | love THE 
CRAMPS and 
when they were 


playing in DC | sub- 
mitted a proposal to 
them, but since 
they are LA based 
and |’m here in DC 
it's more of a dream 
project. 


I’ve also read 
that you want to 
do the JOHNNY 
ECH story (the 
half man featured 
in the 1931 film, 
“FREAKS’) 








That's something 
that | do have footage of, something that | 
do want to make happen 


I’m sure that'll make a great film. 
| met him, which was great. 
Really? 


Yeah, | was with JOHN 
HEYN, so that shows you 
where our sensibilities 
are. We tracked him down 
in Baltimore, the same 
year that we made 
“H.M.PLL.”. 


How old was he? 


He was 76 at the time 
and he died in 1990 at 80 
and | actually had a corre- 
spondence with him. It 
was a fascinating meet- 
ing, just incredible. 


Man, | had no idea he 
was around that long. 


He lived in obscurity, in 
poverty | might add, in 
Baltimore. He lived in the house he was 
born in with his twin brother.... his brother 


was normal, full sized. JOHN and | loved 
“FREAKS” and we knew he lived there, so 
one day we just decided to go find him. 
We made some phone calls and found out 
what neighborhood he lived in and then 
just went knocking on doors. We came to 
a house and this little girl came to the door 
and she said, “Oh yeah, the man with no 
legs, he lives across the street”. We held 
court with him for an hour, unfortunately | 
didn’t have my camera, not that he 
would've gone on camera anyway. He 
was real publicity shy. 


When did he quit performing? 


Show biz ended for him very early on. He 
spent a lot of his time painting screens, 
doing a lot of odd 

jobs around the 

community. 


Did you discuss 


“FREAKS” much? 
Every time | 
brought it up he 


changed the sub- 
ject. He’d talk about 
philosophy, screen 
painting, which is 
what he did to sup- 
port himself. One of 
the things that blew 
me away was that 
he had a HUSTLER 
magazine, and a 
case of Wiedaminze 
beer, a really cheap 
beer (laughs). There 
was dog shit all over 
the house because 
he had this little 
Chihuahua. It was 
sad. The funniest thing... if something is 
funny... JOHN’s girlfriend at the time was 
with us and she was completely freaked 
out. | mean she was a great sport for 
going along with us, but not amused. We 
were like, “Wow, we’re in the presence of 
the great JOHNNY ECH, it’s incredible” 
and she was just rattled. 





























Se 


While we’re on the subject of 
Baltimore, | thought the quote from 
JOHN WATERS concerning “H.M.P.L.” 
was funny (he said it gave HIM the 
creeps!!). Did you ever meet him? 


Just in passing, but JOHN HEYN knew 
him personally because he worked with 
him on “POLYESTER”. As a matter of fact 
JOHN WATERS helped us to track down 
JOHNNY ECH. JOHN HEYN called him 
and he had the general idea of the neigh- 
borhood but didn’t know the exact house. 
It was kind of neat to get a call back from 
JOHN WATERS. When we finished 
“H.M.P.L.”, we thought that JOHN 


WATERS might like this and JOHN sent 
him a postcard. If you send JOHN 
WATERS stuff he is usually pretty respon- 
sive, he'll send you something back. So, 
he wrote back and in his note it said that it 
gave him the creeps, so we use that pret- 
ty liberally. 


Are there any projects that you wish 
you could do? 


There was this one documentary that 
was ready to go. | had the crew hired, 
hotel rooms and airline tickets booked, for 
this convention in Nashville, I’m sorry, 
Knoxville, for veterans of WW2. It was 
going to be called “HITLER’S HAT”. A 
Jewish-American soldier had gotten a 
























































hold of HITLER’S top hat from the bunker 
in Munich and took it back as a souvenir 
from the war. When he found it he had 
stomped it and walked around the house 
like CHARLIE CHAPLIN in “THE GREAT 
DICTATOR”. So he has this really weird 
totem from the war and | was going to 
make a short documentary about this, 
cause it was really kooky. | researched it 
and flew to Albany to meet this guy, 
RICHARD MAROWITZ and he gave me 
permission to take the hat, which was on 
display in DC. Then about a week before 
the convention he called me and said that 
it was off, he didn’t want me to take the 
hat. He said | could come in and see it in 
the museum but that was it. | was crushed 
because the hat was going to be the light- 
ning rod for the storytelling that | needed. 
| was quite upset, lost a lot of money and 
the story will never be told and that’s a 
shame. 


Before when you mentioned the con- 
vention was in Nashville, by mistake, | 
just imagined that you were going to 


Jeff had this 8x10 foot banner commissioned in time for his 30th birthday by contemporary sideshow banner artist 
Mark Frierson. He unveiled it at The Survivors Ball party which he had to commemorate his kicking cancer in 1991. 





tell me that you were going to one of 
those country music fan fairs where 
they meet the artists. 


Yeah, | bet those would be really great. 
Someone else mentioned that to me. 


Maybe that could be your next park- 
ing lot. Those people are so rabid, 
really enthusiastic fans. 


That's a great idea Frank, | wonder when 
the next one is, | should look into it. 

I’m doing another documentary called 
“JEFF KRULIK’S PORN NATION” and if | 
don’t get too freaked out or grossed out by 
the whole thing it might be really good. I’m 
going to a porn convention for video deal- 

ers and there’s 
a room for the 
porn stars, kind 
of like the 
country thing, 
where you 
meet them. 


r That’s got to 
: — ; be an unset- 
tling scene... 


| went last 
year to check it 
; : out and | had to 
* RS walk out, 








as 
wf. 4 soon! asi! 
iZ walked in, to 


get my compo- 
sure. It was like 
a STAR TREK 
convention for 
porn, 99.9 per- 
cent guys 
(Gasucgrhts:))- 
Nothing fazes me and it was so strange to 
have that happen to me. Hopefully, | can 
capture something interesting on camera. 
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For more information on JEFF KRULIK 
and his projects, you can check his web 
site at: 


www. planetkrulik.com 


If you are interested in purchasing a 
copy of the newly extended vhs “HEAVY 
METAL PARKING LOT”, which also 
includes “NEIL DIAMOND PARKING 
LOT”, make your check for $14.95 
payable to: 


John Heyn 
RORBOxi055 
Kensington, MD. 
20895-0535 
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A friend at work told me he heard Chris 


_ Cornell was coming to Philly. Maybe play- 


ing Cornell’s new release Euphoria 


_ Morning on an average of twice a day 


tipped off my cubicle mate that | was a big 
fan. Of course he was going to tour, when 
and where was the big question. “God,” | 
thought, “please not the Electric Factory.” 


Later in the week, he tells me Cornell 
will be at the Tower theatre, one of the few 
ornate, nostalgic theaters that still serves 
the rock community. It had been 13 years 
since | had been to the Tower, and each 
time I’m there | think of concerts passed. 
Still equipped with the hard, red vinyl fold- 
down cushioned seats, they are still more 
comfortable than the metal folding chairs 
that replaced 1/4 of the original chairs in 
front. It's a venue with a past. David Bowie 
recorded his first live album at the Tower 
and called Philadelphia his favorite city in 
the US. 


Everyone has a favorite concert they 
have seen at the Tower. The Alarm or 
INXS would have to be some of my most 
memorable, probably because | got to 
meet the bands after the show through a 
little scheme | fell upon by accident, after 
seeing Squeeze there a year earlier. | 
would hide out in the bathroom for 15-20 
minutes after a show and come out after 
the audience had left. The bands would 
greet all the fans with legitimate backstage 
passes in the main theater, so I'd just walk 
right in, say hi, get an autograph and be on 


my way. I’d go to shows alone most of the _ 


time, so | looked less conspicuous 
among the ‘back stagers.’ This ritual was 
one of my favorite parts of going to 
shows, beating the restrictions. Plus, | 
felt | really got my money’s worth from 
my ticket and hour and a half drive. Call 
me a groupie if that’s the only meaning 
that defines one, but I’m much past that 
today. Plus, it’s not like | gave them head 
or anything. 


| had been looking forward to this 
show ever since | got Euphoria Morning. 
Cornell's new album is a far cry from 
Soundgarden, but the intensity is. still 
there. The melody structure of each 
song is compelling and emotional. The 
music is retrospective of the 70’s, with 
similar sounds of artists like Bowie or 
Daryl Hall. The singing commands each 
song and is as fluid as cream. As a fan, 
| love his music. As a songwriter, | want 
to write like him. 





could cover the show for Stai he ad 


me they were unable to give me ticket 





photo pass. “Great,” | thought, “I'll just buy 


2 tickets for me and Steve.” The photo — 
pass was the icing on the cake, up close _ 


and legit’, because no matter how many 
concerts | was able to finagle backstage, | 
could never master sneaking a camera 
into one. 


Acouple days before the concert I called 
my friend Sally. She invited Steve and | for 
a dinner party Friday night, the same night 
as the concert. | told her | might be going 
to the show if | could get tickets and would 
call her back the next day. | went online for 
ticket info and was set back at how much 
tickets had gone up in 13 years. Granted, 
he was well worth it. Unfortunately | had 
been socked with a few major, unexpected 
expenses that left my funds depleted. | 
couldn't go. 


Wednesday | called Sally and left a mes- 
sage on her machine, confirming that 
Steve and | would be over for dinner 
Friday night. 


Thursday night at 9 pm the phone rings. 

“Hi Debbie, this is Janette (record label 
person). Where can | overnight your Chris 
Cornell tickets?” 

Stunned | replied, “Aaaaa...Well, | sort of 
had plans...” 

“Ok. Well we'll just send them along to 





for Dinner ,, ie 
















someone ...” 

“NO, that’s ok. I'll take them.” 

Now | was really in a bind. How do | tell 
Sally? Was | being terribly wrong? This is 
an artist | had been inspired by for close to 
10 years, and if it was a friend of mine in 
my place I’d say, ‘Yeah, sure go.’ But that 
still didn’t alleviate the guilt | was feeling. | 
called Sally right away to let her know. She 
said they live 2 miles from the Tower. 
There would probably be an opening band, 
so she would up the dinner to 7:00 and 
Steve and | would be able to make it there 
by 8:00 for the concert and come back for 
dessert afterwards. The next day, Friday 
Steve and | find out it's only Cornell play- 
ing and the show starts at 7:00. | left 
another message on Sally’s machine 
telling her we wouldn't be making it for din- 
ner, but would still bring dessert. | didn’t tell 
Steve | left the message, | assumed he 
knew. Needless to say when | mentioned 


_ it when | got home, he was a little upset we 
___ stood up our friends like that. We didn’t 
| called Cornell's record label to see if a 


talk during our dinner of tomato soup and 


_lousy tuna fish sandwiches, instead of the 
_ planned homemade crab cakes and com- 
the show, but would be able to give mea ~ 


pany of friends. It was too late, the dinner 
was canceled and we were going to the 
concert. 


The ride over was a little better than din- 
ner. We parked and left the tiramisu in the 
truck. We got to our seats and listened to 
Tom Waits while the crowd started to gath- 
er in. After 30 minutes or more the concert 
began. We all stood and watched as the 
band played a few minutes before Cornell 
came out on stage. The crowd, early 30- 
somethings with dates were well-behaved 
and of the humble unfashionable crowd. 
Cornell appeared to a roar, but kept his 
self-composure. | was amazed that his elo- 
quent singing seem to be of no effort to 
him live. These giant, beautiful sounds 
coming out of a guy who looked like a 
garage mechanic. He casually meandered 
back and forth on the stage, belting out his 
new material and some of his earlier solo 
works. The concert was 1.5 hours of tight, 
powerful showmanship with random audi- 
ence interaction between songs. We left 
before the encore to make it to Sally’s at a 
reasonable time. Once we got there, the 
guilt had come to a head and | burst into 
tears and apologized profusely for cancel- 
ing her dinner party. She totally under- 
stood. This is one concert that was hard- 
coming, but is a bittersweet memory | will 
hold forever. I’m glad | went. 





























— 





by Akeem Dixon 
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PUREST FORM: 


On Tour with Atom and His Package 


(A mostly true account) 


by: Joseph A. Gervasi 


Introduction/Disclaimer 


It must be noted that this tale 1s fully mine and thus I am solely responsible for its opinions and 
judgments. Atom 1s a far nicer man than me, so let not my words reflect upon him in any way. 
I trust the Reader will be smart enough to pick up on what 1s real, what 1s satire and what 1s silliness. 


DAY ONE: Saturday, April 24, 1999 


Atom’s sport utility vehicle (S.U.V.) was a sight to behold. Oh glory of glories, this huge red chariot prom- 
ised to envelope us in hitherto-yet-unfathomed comforts as we sliced a path through America and the Great 
White North. 


| come from the broken-down van school of band touring and the Greyhound bus school of personal trav- 
el. S.U.V.s are the domain of my parents and their neighbors who need to traverse the “treacherous” subur- 
ban streets that take them to the industrial complexes, malls and supermarkets that make up this great land. 
S.U.V.s are for those who can accept the fact that by driving them they have an above-average chance of 
getting into a vehicular accident, but are confident that their factory-installed air bag will kill them with kind- 
ness before the front end accordions and leaves them as a topping for a rather bland road pizza. 


All this was fine with me. With a fire engine red S.U.V. as our fatty ride, | could leave the duct tape at home 
and concentrate on what CDs | wished to play, what I'd like to drink from the factory-installed wet bar and 
whether the aforementioned air bag would spill my latte on my trousers at the point of impact. Atom blanched 
at the thought of “the kids” (for those of you who are punk-speak deficient, the phrase “the kids” refers to “da 
punx”) seeing him pull up in this decidedly bourgeois truck. In recent years | have come to the conclusion 
that “the kids” can eat shit, as most come from affluence and feign poverty. My main modes of transportation 
are my bike and the SEPTA bus, so having access to this luxury ride was nothing for me to be upset over. 


The story of the S.U.V. was simple: Atom’s overly protective mommy (did | mention that Atom is one of the 
Chosen People?) didn’t want him driving about this country in a death-trap, so she allows him to borrow her 
standard-issue suburban all-terrain dominator when he goes on tour. There is no shame in that. Your subur- 
ban roots are showing, Punk America, and no black dye can cover them up. 


| loaded in my gear, stopped back in the house to kiss the kitties goodbye and we left the filth and fury of 
Philthadelphia behind for the start of our tour. Fuck yes! 


Closing in on our destination, Lebanon Valley College (L.V.C.) in rural Pennsylvania, brought us into a bril- 
liant green world of pastures, farmhouses and temporarily ambulatory beef. | drew the clean and crisp air 
deeply into my pollution-infested lungs. It felt great to be passing through wide-open spaces, uncompromised 
skylines and roads as-yet-unlined with beer cans, used prophylactics and tiny little plastic bags of dubious 
origin. | had had enough of the “culture” of the city and was ecstatic to be able to embrace the quiet beauty 
of rural Pennsylvania. 
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Plodding into the festivities of “Spring 
Fling” at L.V.C. put a bit of a damper on 
my meditations on rural life. Upon arrival, 
Atom and | stepped into a swirling miasma 
of white baseball caps, frisbee tossing and 
so much clean white flesh that | thought | 
had died and gone to David Duke heaven. 
The only black man | saw was Bob 
Marley's mug embossed on a tie-dyed 
shirt worn by a frat boy. Coming from 
Philly, where a good 70% of the blacks 
have a chip on their shoulder that would 
give Atlas a hernia, | can’t say | was about 
to investigate their integration policies. 


| never went to college, but | have been 
to enough campuses to know that while 
they may fail at promoting intellectual 
growth, they excel at mass-producing the 
lily-white automatons that keep America 
great. Sure, their journey through the col- 
lege assembly line might be liberally pep- 
pered with beer bongs, massive marijua- 
na consumption and the occasional base- 
ball bat aided gang rape, but in the late 
Twentieth Century, in the Jerry Springer 
Generation, it’s all good. 


Atom and | moved our dour selves 
through the sausage stands, the Best 
Buddy booth that benefits Retard- 
Americans and the grim student art show 
that reminded us why school massacres 
always occur in perfect little hamlets such 
as this. On one of the substages a punk 
rock Battle of the Bands was going on. 
Punky types in newly minted oversized t- 
shirts and HUGE FUCKING JEANS milled 
about as the HARDcore band on stage 
broke it down and into a sub-Rage Against 
the Machine-style political rap. That will 
show those damn jocks and their cursed 
hackey sack games! 


With hours to kill before our liaison with 
M., the guy who booked this show and 
who we would later find out co-ordinates 
all of the music events of the Spring Fling, 
Atom and | walked through a “Peace 
Garden” that reeked of feces and finally 
onto the main stage area he was sched- 
uled to perform at later in the evening. 
The stage was huge, lined with lights and 
fronted by a metal barrier. Sound techs 
scurried about setting up the amps and 
monitors for the show. There we met 
some pleasant young punks who had 
traveled a few hours to see Atom perform. 
We chatted with them for a while until we 
met M. and set out for some pizza cour- 
tesy of the school entertainment budget. 


As the night wore on, we set up a mer- 
chandise table and shivered through a 
braincell-depleting ska-swing band who 
sang a song that demanded that someone 
show their pussy, they want to see their 
pussy, they want to lick their pussy. That's 
class, guys. They even had a black brutha 
in the band (the only one | saw outside of 


Bob Marley’s visage, so the band must of 
imported him from Philly) that they made 
do a little rap. When | thought | could pick 
it up, pick it up, pick it up no longer they 
stopped playing to their adoring fan and 
left the stage. Meanwhile, sales were brisk 
at the table and Atom was kept busy by 
his fans, a group of whom considered 
themselves part of a “gang” that was “all 
about making fun of ourselves”. This 
“gang” invited themselves to perform on 
stage with him. 


By the time Atom hit the stage (with his 
troupe of dancers), the parking lot this 
event was being held in was filling up quite 
nicely. Since these boys and girls—the 
hope for our future—could not openly 
drink (and what’s a weekend without alco- 
hol?), they all carried sport bottles filled 
with Everclear or whatever it is they drink 
to give themselves personalities. A drunk- 
en girl came up to me and slurred to me 
that | looked lonely and that in her country 
(Alcoholica?) they hug people when they 
meet them. Before | could mace her, she 
leaned in and hugged me, confiding that 
she was a little drunk. 


How does L.V.C. react to a chubby 
Jewish chap with glasses who sings goofy 
songs to the musical accompaniment of a 
sequencer (the Package)? The reaction 
was, as suspected, mixed. His supporters 
and new converts were vocal in their sup- 
port as, conversely, the miffed jocks and 
sorority babes were pissed that their (par- 
ents’) tuition dollars were paying this 
clown to perform when it could have been 
better used to fly in Blues Traveler or build 
a new football field. Amid the cheers of 
support were the obligatory (and wel- 
come) shouts that encouraged Atom to 
engage in sexual intercourse with himself 
and get off the sexual intercourse-ing 
stage. Atom’s own sprinkling of good- 
natured expletives caused the local po- 
lice (most likely freshly returned from the 
Ku Klux Klan rally in town that was held in 
honor of a white man who was slain by a 
Puerto Rican a year ago) to tell the sound 
guys he had to stop performing. | guess 
they were still in their sheets when the ska 
band was on the pussy patrol. 


By the time a semi-triumphant Atom got 
back to the table, | was stiff as a corpse 
thanks to the unseasonably cold weather. 
We loaded our gear into the S.U.V. and 
headed back to M.’s dorm room. There 
some of his friends gathered—all of whom 
were very nice—and we watched bad tel- 
evision as | began to doze. It had been a 
long day, so when, at nearly 1:00 A.M., the 
kids began to disburse, | was more than 
happy to shut the wolverine documentary 
(which sure as shit beat the Adam Sandler 
movie we were previously enduring) off 
and settle onto the floor for a night of 
strange dreams. 


DAY TWO: Sunday, April 25, 1999 


Sometime in the night | realized that 
there was no longer any heat in the room. 
Atom was smart enough to bring a sleep- 
ing bag, but all | had was a chunk of egg 
crate padding to rest my head upon. | 
found a blanket stuffed into a corner of the 
room and gave it a cursory sniff to make 
sure it wasn’t rancid. It passed the test, so 
| cocooned myself into it and returned to 
the vaguely disturbing not-sleeping-in-my- 
own-bed dreams my mind had conjured 
up for me. 


| awoke to find that | had been sleeping 
on some gentleman’s underwear. Gross. 
Up before everyone else, | slipped into the 
bathroom (noting that the pool of frat-boy 
puke that greeted me the night before had 
been mopped up) and tried not to look in 
the mirror that reflected the ass of a guy in 
the doorless shower as | brushed my 
fangs and washed my hair. 


On to Binghamton, New York, a “city” 
populated largely by men who have 
earned the right to live there by acquiring 
many bad tattoos. The show was to be 
held at the Strike Zone, a “rockin’” (or so 
the sign said) sports bar. As usual, we 
arrived hours before the show was to 
start. Atom and | entered the bar to see 
how it looked and stood before a group of 
seated men and a harried-looking bar- 
maid. They all turned to look at us as we 
stood silently staring at the place. There 
was an uncomfortable silence then almost 
at once they began to say, “You can’t bring 
that in here,” referring to our bottles of 
water. We left. 


Behind the sports bar ran train tracks 
and behind the tracks was a lake. We 
noticed some kids walking on the tracks 
so we went down to find out more about 
the show. The kids were in their mid-teens 
and sported “punk” embroidered patches 
for bands such as Green Day, Blink 182 
and Korn (all affixed with safety pins to 
make them even punker). First off, the 
kids wanted to know if we were over 21 
and if we would buy them beer. | hate to 
disappoint budding alcoholics, but | had to 
say no. They showed us a flyer for the 
show with porno pictures on it. Apparently 
some joker thought the singer of Anti- 
Product, a local band set to perform, was 
a “femi-Nazi” and that a flyer with lesbian 
pregnant women on it would be clever 
revenge. 


Nothing much happened for a few hours 
until the first band, Satellite Crash, played. 
| was running the table then, so | got to 
observe the hicks at the bar scowling at 
the kids and the kids scowling at the hicks. 
By the second song, there was a mass 
exodus of the whiskey and ponytail crew. 















































































































































8T uleys 








stain 18 





| have come to realize there is no music 
more boring than generic ‘90s hardcore, 
so | was quick to flee to the train tracks 
once | got Atom to relieve me at the table. 
Down by the tracks the aforementioned 
Korn fans had found a scary-looking guy 
who looked to be in his early thirties (and 
not at all punk) to buy them two cases of 
cheap beer. He went down to the lake with 
them to get pissed. Somehow | think he 
wasn't just a “cool” guy. | think he wanted 
to get something off the little boys or girls. 
It was a creepy scene. 


Sitting by the tracks, | would occasion- 
ally get visited by drunken teens. | would 
be trying to read when they would come 
up to mutter something unintelligible to me 
than slump away. 


Chris Jensen’s new band, Your 
Adversary, played a great set. Anti- 
Product followed them and ended. the 
show with a very, um, Anti-Schism 
inspired set. 


After the show we went out to eat at a 
Chinese restaurant with some nice folks 
from some of the bands. Then we were off 
to get a film (upon my recommendation: 
BLADE) at Hollywood Video and retire to 
a house to watch it and sleep. 


One of the kids we hung out with 
engaged in this exchange with me: 


S.: You did NO LONGER A FANzine [my 
former publication], right? 


ME: Yes. 

S.: Didn’t you write about killing retards? 
ME: Yes. 

S.: That’s not too cool, you know? 


ME: Sure. 


DAY THREE: Monday, April 26, 1999 


After a meal at the local (bad) Indian 
restaurant and a visit to a cluttered used 
bookstore, it was off to Buffalo, New York. 


The show was to be held in a basement. 
Once we met some nice folks at the house 
and loaded in, we set off to World Wide 
Music, which had a huge progressive rock 
section, and an eatery called Amy’s which 
featured some eclectic and delicious 
foods (I loved the curly fries topped with 
spicy lentils, peppers and onions). 


As the night progressed, a white rap act 
played (insert joke here), as did our 
friends in Satellite Crash and a “power vio- 
lence” band called They Live. Atom played 


a lively show to a very enthusiastic audi- 
ence. Everyone seemed to have a ball. 


After the show Atom and | spent the 
night with the hilarious twin brothers and 


others who lived in the house. We 


laughed until 2:30 A.M. at some crazy and 
uproarious stories. | was literally in tears 
at times. By the time we went to bed, | was 
saucer-eyed with fatigue. Like every other 
room we slept in on the tour, it was freez- 
ing-cold, so | cocooned myself in some 
leopard print blankets | was lent and 
slipped gracefully into sleep. 


DAY FOUR: Thursday, April 27, 1999 


We awoke early—and exhausted—in 
order the cross the boarder into Canada 
during rush hour. It was our hope that with 
a line of traffic behind us, the Canadian 
border patrol would be more likely to wave 
us through. Atom had already handed 
over all of his merchandise to the guy 
whose house we were to stay at that night 
in Canada (operating under the reasoning 
that a Canadian citizen returning from 
New York would be less likely to be 
searched). 


Atom dressed in corduroys, a button- 
down shirt and a sweater. | wore a wrin- 
kled button-down shirt and removed my 
bondage belt and knife so | would look 
somewhat presentable. Tension mounted 
as we approached the gate. If we were 
denied entry for any reason—and there 
were numerous potential reasons, as 
Atom had been rejected before and |. had 
had films confiscated by Canadian 
Customs officials—we would be screwed. 
The Canadian shows constituted half the 
tour, so without those shows we could just 
as well head home. 


At the last moment before Ground Zero, 
| put classical music on the radio, 
uncrossed my legs so my boots wouldn’t 
be visible and began reading from the 
center of a book | hadn't started yet. 


It worked. 


With just a nod and a faint smile, we 
were passed through the border into a 
country unprepared for our forthcoming 
spree of raping and pillaging. The first 
thing we did upon crossing over was dip 
into our 100 kilo stash of heroin and shoot 
up while firing MAC-10s at the ephedrine- 
fueled truckers. Now we’d show them 
what real rock-and-roll was all about! 


We were headed toward Toronto, origi- 
nally the location of our first Canadian 
show. The promoter—who we later heard 
from everyone was a huge flake— 
screwed Atom two days before we were to 


leave, so at the last minute Atom found a 
house show in the suburbs. 


Our first stop was at a coffee 
shop/bookstore where the wife of Atom’s 
friend who took the merchandise over the 
border worked. She had the materials in 
the back of her car, so after chatting and 
buying some books imported from the 
U.K., we loaded the stuff into our truck and 
set out for Toronto. 


The Queen Street area was the place to 
go for shopping. | found some nice record 
stores including a great psychedelic/pro- 
gressive rock record store called Black 
Planet. The selection there blew my mind 
and the two people working there were 
really nice. | blew a load of cash but came 
out with some fantastic discs. 


While on Queen Street we met a punk 
kid named Mike, who was a huge Atom 
and His Package fan. He would be our 
very, very enthusiastic tour guide for the 
rest of the day. He helped me find Dundas 
Street, home to the Wy Trading Company, 
a great VCD/DVD store in Chinatown. 
There my Canadian dollars were further 
diminished but | left happy. 


After much more walking, we set out to 
the suburbs—and through rush hour traf- 
fic—to the show house. Under the bril- 
liantly bright spring sun the suburbs were 


_ resilient and pristinely manicured. The 


house Atom was to perform at was huge 
and tastefully decorated. This was the 
home base of the hardcore ‘90s: An anti- 
septic little fortress where the sons and 
daughters of the affluent can sing songs of 
dissent—oh, how the system has fucked 
them!—for a year or two. With loving par- 
ents, a car at eighteen, college tuition paid 
and all material desires satiated, all one 
needs are some piercings, the proper t- 
shirt and some over-sized pants. Then— 
and only then—could the revolution begin. 
| hear they loathe racism up here. It sure 
must be easy when everyone is white as a 
sheet. 


In fairness, the guy who put this show 
together at the last minute seemed very 
nice and his bathroom was used by me to 
shave, brush my fangs, floss and wash my 
hair. He loses points, however, for choos- 
ing the sad-assed bands that preceded 
Atom. 


The first “band” to perform was one guy 
with video games hooked-up to a guitar 
effects petal. | heard some beeps, some 
blips and it was exit, stage left. The next 
high-concept act played computers for a 
sporadic beep or patience-straining boop 
that inspired great feelings of violence in 
me. | began by hurling wads of paper at 
Atom. As the computer farts increased, so 


did my anger. By the end of the set, | was 
beating Atom with a pillow, tickling him so 
he would laugh at inappropriate moments 
and stage whispering, “I hate you, you 
fucking prick”, in his ear. It all ended when 
a giant ant emerged from the floor and ate 
all three “band” members. Being a friend- 
ly ant, she crawled back in her hole after 
she ate her fill. 


Atom performed to an enthusiastic 
crowd, as usual, and was subsequently 
interrogated by some folks doing a docu- 
mentary on one-man-bands. | don’t think 
Atom is too hip to thinking of himself as 
part of some cohesive group of one-man- 
bands that include freaks like Mr. 
Quintron, the crippled Bobby Steele and 
the Nazi Burzum guy. 


When the interrogation was finally com- 
pleted, Atom and | set off with Atom’s 
friend Mike (the gentleman who took the 
merchandise over the border) of 
Workshop Records. Mike lived with his 
wife, Jodi, in a lovely and impeccably- 
clean home (I can relate to this part!) in a 
secluded area. We ate with him and his 
wife then settled in for a night on the very 
comfy couch. 


DAY FIVE: Wednesday, April 28, 1999 


Gawd has damned London, Ontario. 
London: A sucking void. The colour grey 
fashioned into a city. A dictionary definition 
of bland. Celine Dion’s antiseptic music 
has broken through the fourth dimension 
and has manifested itself as a city. 


The promoter, Helen, who set the show 
up at the local rock club Call the Office 
was nice. Scott, the gentleman who 
indulged our late-night desire for dough- 
nuts and put us up in his immaculate 
home was nice. The bands who preceded 
Atom at the show were nice. The kids we 
ate Thai food with after the show were all 
friendly. London still ate it, though. 


DAY SIX: Thursday, April 29, 1999 


On to Guelph, Ontario, a place we had 
been warned (by Londoners, of all people) 
was torturously boring. Upon arrival, how- 
ever, we found some good Indian food at 
Curry in a Hurry and a pleasant—albeit 
sanitary—shopping district. The city was 
clean and unoffensive and quite a bit more 
enjoyable than London. 


When we had exhausted our hanging- 
out options, we went to 37 Elizabeth 
Street, the house where the show was set 
to occur. The guys at the house were in 
the process of cleaning up when we got 
there. They directed us to the Super Cow 


ice cream parlour, whose logo sported a 
flying cow with a very phallic ice cream 
cone on his (er...her?) chest. 


Back at the house we talked to some 
nice people—including a young lady 
named Trisha that | became fast friends 
with—until the show began. Two bands 
played some emo-core and then Atom did 
his thing. Everyone was happy. 


After the show a group of us set out to 
eat in town and then settled in for some 
sleep. 


DAY SEVEN: Friday, April 30, 1999 


It was a long ride from Guelph to 
Ottawa. For six hours we motored along, 
chatting and playing music. 


Ottawa appeared to be a functional yet 
underwhelming city. We got lost for a while 
but ultimately found ourselves at the home 
of famous hardcore photographer Shawn 
Scallen. 


Shawn loved video games, and his 
house is a testament to that love. All over 
his house were stacks of obscure old 
video game systems, piles of game car- 
tridges and many video game related 
toys. | tried to play a game of Q-Bert but 
couldn't get the swing of it. Then | tried my 
hand at some game system called 
Vectrex. It was crap. Some triangle spun 
around and shot some attacking squares. 
Big deal. Video games may have come a 


long way from when these games were’ 


manufactured (and considered the state- 
of-the-art) in the early ‘80s, but they are 
still incredibly fucking boring. 


The ever-harried Shawn gave us the 
record store tour of Ottawa then set off to 
the S.A.W. arts space to set up the show. 
This left Atom and | to find a fantastic meal 
of Indian food and a couple stores worth 
browsing. We both came back to S.A.W. 
with full stomachs and some fresh vinyl. 


The S.A.W. show went very well. 
Attendance and spirits were high and the 
performing bands—including Ottawa's 
favorites, the very enjoyable Endgame— 
were a cut about the generally abysmal 
bands Atom had thus far been paired with. 
An annoying twerp with a visor on 
(indoors) attached himself first to me and 
later to Atom. He wanted Atom to play his 
birthday party. When Atom told him that he 
lived hundreds of miles away in 
Philadelphia, the kid replied, “Oh no, | live 
just an hour from here”. Sadly, Atom 
draws a few like this to every show, and 
they all attach themselves to him. It's a 
treat to be loved. 


Shawn, Atom and some other gentle- 
men decided to go to a bar after the show 
but | opted out. It’s just not my scene, 
man. Back at Shawn’s house | had hoped 
to check out the things | bought and start 
in early on some much-needed quality 
sleep. Shortly after | arrived, however, a 
young lady (the girlfriend of one of the 
house mates) arrived and began to chat 
with me. It seemed she was a very enthu- 
siastic Jew set to go to Rabbinical school 
and to go on to teach children the joys of 
Judaism. | was the absolute worst person 
to explain the joys of Judaism to, but | 
appreciated her enthusiasm in a time 
when most young people adopt a pose of 
cynicism at all times. | am very vocal and 
enthusiastic about the things | love, and 
while a silly religion that has out-stayed its 
welcome may not be at the top of my 
must-promote list, | respected her love of 
the faith. 


As the evening progressed, her 
boyfriend returned, as did Atom and 
Shawn. | was flat-out comatose, so “good 
nights” were exchanged and sleep was 
greedily sought-out. 


DAY EIGHT: Saturday, May 1, 1999 


This was the day that my affected 
veneer of being an amiable guy crumbled 
and my miserable self stepped into the 
foreground and waved its wand of misery 
over everyone. 


The highlight of the tour, for me, was to 
be Montréal. | had been there in the sum- 
mer of 1997 for the Fantasia Film Festival 
and | loved the city. It was alive, relatively 
clean, safe and home to many amazing 
shops. | couldn't wait to see more of the 
city, especially after plodding through 
London, Guelph and Ottawa. 


Of course the show got canceled 
because the boobs who booked the show 
at a local “underground” (ahem!) record 
store didn’t give a shit about the show or 
the individuals who had planned on per- 
forming at it. Flakes are everywhere, but 
they are certainly especially abundant in 
the world of punk, where politics are tran- 
sitory and loyalties are cast aside in favor 
of The Next Big Thing. The fact that we 
had traveled from Philadelphia to Canada 
meant nothing to these people. A fifteen 
second “sorry, man” voice mail message 
got them off the hook and ready to party. 


This put me over the edge. | was 
already antsy about Shawn crapping 
around and delaying our departure to 
Montréal, but now there was no show to 
get to and nothing to look forward to. 


| am accustomed to being the head 
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schtickmeister in most situations. On this 
tour | was to play second-fiddle to Atom’s 
antics and that was fine by me. We were 
poised to amuse and | filled my role with 
glee. From the wonderfully clever people 
we met to the absolute dolts that parasiti- 
cally attached themselves to us, | greeted 
them all with wit and a genuine smile. | 
could be the funny-guy roadie and master 
of merchandise so long as | got to fill my 
agenda as well. There were certain types 
of stores | had to hit in order to satisfy my 
own desire for collecting as well as finding 
stock for my video and auctioning busi- 
nesses. Montréal would have satisfied 
both desires perfectly and would have left 
me feeling satisfied through the rest of the 
trip. Now that that option was gone, | grew 
distant, uncommunicative and | spoke in 
mumbled monosyllables. | said things 
meant to hurt and the awkward silences 
my words were met with let me know my 
venom had had its desired effect. 


The unseasonable warmth made my 
head pound and left me uncomfortable in 
my heavy clothes. A promised visit to a 
“cool” record store brought us to a tiny 
punk store with the same old shitty hard- 
core records that the amoebas always 
love. A pretense of prefabricated politics 
(Mumia the cop-killer, Zapatistas, “the war 
on the African-American community”, veg- 
anism) and a whole lot of band and label 
fetishizing. What sometimes makes me 
hate the punk that once nurtured me and | 
later championed is that its followers 
become True Believers too quickly and, 
thus, burn out on the culture because they 
immersed themselves too deeply in it and 
couldn't see all the wonders that lay out- 
side it. When one goes to a punk record 
store it is easy to pick out the archetypal 
records and leave the others aside as 
mere sickly emulations of their masters. 
These days, | pass on the punk. 


While we drove about, Shawn played us 
a CD of the band Seppuku, which he had 
just released. It was hard to tell where the 
music started, but by five tracks in it was 
obvious that this recording was art. That 
is, a collection of minimal sounds by mini- 
mal talents that passes for “ambient” 
music for those who know nothing about 
music and would be spellbound by the 
sound of water dripping in a empty basin if 
it was packaged in a gatefold digipack 
sleeve. Shawn likened it to Pink Floyd's 
Saucerful of Secrets CD that Atom and | 
were listening to earlier. | disagreed 
because Pink Floyd were talented musi- 
cians who made varied and compelling 
music while this “band” excreted an occa- 
sional strum or twang and called it art. 
When | asked when the disc would get 
interesting my query was met with silence. 


Knowing that my only contribution to the 


lives of those around me would be a dour 
puss and an unkind word, | decided to 
stay at Shawn’s home when Atom and 
Shawn went off to a punk rock barbecue 
(viva le tofu dogs!) and onto the show 
Atom got tacked onto: The Toilet Boys and 
Hot Piss (I kid you not). 


| fell asleep to 2001: A SPACE 
ODYSSEY and awoke only as the credits 
rolled. Atom and Shawn returned late in 
the evening and told me about the show. 
Atom got a decent response, got paid 
nothing and sold all of one CD. Hot Piss 
wore silly costumes and put on a great 
show and the Toilet Boys were crap. Good 
night. 


DAY NINE: Sunday, May 2, 1999 


Upon completing an extended and pre- 
posterous photo shoot with Shawn, Atom 
and | geared up the S.U.V. and said our 
goodbyes to Shawn. Shawn was a very 
nice guy who helped us out, so we wished 
him the best. 


It was a long drive to Québec City from 
Ottawa. The flat lands we passed through 
were less-than-inspiring to look at. We got 
into Québec City around 3 P.M. The show 
was to occur at a bibliotheca that Phillipe 
of the band Fifth Hour Hero worked at. 
Atom had been looking forward all trip to 
the ultimate hockey match between 
Montréal and Québec City. He had his 
Hartford Whalers jersey on and his bor- 
rowed hockey stick. We were to meet “the 
kids” at the library to go on to the location 
of the match, but when we got there there 
were only two five-year-olds reading 
books and some _ non-English-speaking 
library personnel who knew nothing of the 
show. 


Eventually some lads came by to load in 
P.A. equipment. They directed us to down- 
town Québec City. Downtown Québec 
was an endless line of cafés, all of which 
were buzzing with pretty caucasian flesh. 
Since this was a beautiful day, it seemed 
all of Québec was walking about in a state 
of bliss. We just drove through the throngs 
of happy humans, as our dirty and poorly- 
dressed non-Francais-speaking selves 
would be hopelessly out-of-place in such 
a situation. 


On the way back to the library we 
stopped at Le Chute, a tourist spot with a 
beautiful waterfall. | wanted to swim but | 
would have been the only one in the 
water. Not long after returning to the 
library the Endgame guys and their friend 
Sara turned up. We hung out with these 
great guys and girl until show time. 
Poutine was the primary topic of conver- 
sation. 


The show started very late (it was 
almost like being back in Philly for one of 
our Cabbage Collective shows) and unim- 
pressively with a metalcore band called 
Remembrance. Bad metal riffs, preten- 
sions of being a hardcore black metal 
band and no elements of originality. 


Before the next band started, a young 
lady approached me looking to interview 
Atom. He had just gone off somewhere, so 
she opted to interview me about Atom and 
to ask me about what | do (though she had 
no idea who the hell | was). We went out- 
side and chatted a bit then | got back in 
time to see Fifth Hour Hero, Phillip’s band. 
They were fantastic, one of the best bands 
of the tour. Their three guitarists and three 
vocalists gave them a huge, full sound and 
their melodic and energetic punk style was 
perfectly executed. 


Endgame was on next, and like the last 
time | saw them, they put on a lively show 
filled with humorous between-song banter. 
Brian, the guitarist, kept getting shocked 
by the microphone so he had to place a 
sock over it. This was good for some 
yucks. Their fine emo-tinged pop-punk 
went over well with the kids. 


Atom was last, and it looked like the 
scene would be grim as the crowd had 
thinned appreciably between Fifth Hour 
Hero and Endgame. Fortunately, as “The 
Song That Never Ends” ended, the punks 
began to fill the space. Atom impressed 
me with his broken French and | think the 
kids respected his attempts to converse in 
their language. Phillipe and the audience 
coached him a bit and had a good laugh. 
Hell, | got a big, fat F in high school 
French, so | was lost when Atom kicked 
out the French. : 


Atom and the kids had a great time 
together. Everyone was smiling, singing 
along and dancing. Cynicism and preten- 
sion—as well as language barriers—had 
been dispelled. During the crazed waltz 
segment of the last song, Olivier, the lead 
singer of Fifth Hour Hero, rubbed his bare 
ass on the face of Phillipe, who was lying 
unaware on the floor. 


As | broke down the table, the girl who 
interviewed me took Atom aside for his 
interview. She and her friend loved Atom’s 
performance so much that they described 
it as “crap in its purest form”. 
Understandably, Atom did not interpret this 
as a compliment. He mocked them end- 
lessly and eventually apologized to them 
when they got upset over him making 
such a joke of their “compliment”. We were 
later told these girls were just groupies out 
to fuck band members. | guess they 
weren't too horny or attention-starved that 
night, as a mom picked them up in a 





S.U.V. that matched ours after the show. 


After exchanging fare-thee-well’s with 
the Endgame crew, we retired to Olivier’s 
house with Phillipe and Genieve of Fifth 
Hour Hero. There we ate and talked until 
nearly 2 A.M. We followed Phillipe to his 
parents’ house and crept silently into his 
room so as not to awaken them. He slid 
his mattress onto his floor and Atom and | 
collapsed onto it. 


DAY TEN: Monday, May 3, 1999 


Crossing back over the border into the 
U.S. was another major source of tension. 
Fortunately, after answering some pointed 
questions from the border guard, we were 
released into the good ‘ole U.S. of A. 


A few hours later we were on the cam- 
pus of Dartmouth College. At this point 
we would settle for no less than an Ivy 
League school to perform at. The show 
space for this night was “Panarchy’” (later 
described as an all-inclusive realm), an 
“alternative” non-frat. What do they do in 
an alternative frat, drink imported beer? 


Over the course of the afternoon we 
met some of the residents of the house 
and took a stroll about town (a ten-minute 
excursion). Once Vince, the gentleman 
who booked the show, returned, we set 
out with some other house mates to eat at 
India Queen, about the fiftieth Indian 
restaurant we had eaten at so far. Since 
the school was springing for the eats, | 
ate very well. 


When we returned, the opening act, 5 
Bucks, was waiting to load in. | don't 
know about you, dear Reader, but as far 
as |am concerned, ska-punk is a scourge 
upon the earth. There was a time when 
the only ska-punk band was Operation lvy 
and real ska from the ‘60s and the second 
and perhaps early third waves of ska 
bands were to be treasured. Come the 
mid-'90s and every band geek who suf- 
fered through trombone lessons could don 
some baggy khakis, a button-down check- 
ered shirt and a little hat and precede to 
pick it up, pick it up, pick it up. While not 
as anti-septic and dead-boring as ‘90s 
swing music, ska-punk bands only suc- 
ceed in carbon copying each other and 
giving real ska a bad name. 


5 Bucks was a ska-punk band, and 
while they appeared to be nice guys, they 
deserve to be beaten up at every show 
they perform until they get the point that 
trombones are for marching bands and all 
they should be picking up are their fucking 
teeth off the floor. 


They played to a gaggle of teenagers 


from town, none of whom were college- 
age. | swear to Satan that | never looked 
as corny as them when | was their age 
(uh, right?). The highlight of 5 Bucks’ set 
was a skankin’ version of Deep Purple’s 
abysmal “Smoke on the Water” hippie- 
anthem. | pushed my ear plugs so far into 
my ears that they met in the middle. | still 
couldn't block out that groovy beat. 


Atom played another wonderfully 
received set. During his “| Have No Head” 
audience participation song, he had the 
crowd split in half with one side topless. 
The audience then demanded that Atom 
go “skins”, too, a command to which he 
complied. Some requests are best left 
unfulfilled. After his performance, he had 
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L-R: Trisha, a-dork, Atom 


to pose for photos with audience mem- 
bers while | manned the merch table. 

A drunken, pretty girl thought | did 
cocaine due to my long finger nails and 
asked me where she could get some. 
When | couldn't satisfy her request, she 
went on to ask others for the rest of the 
night. If | knew where the box of Chlorox 
detergent was, | am sure | could have 
whipped her up a memorable batch of 
nose-candy, but, alas, there was none to 
be found. 


Most college kids major in drunkenness 
and minor in whatever other subjects the 
schools their parents send them off to 
offer. The first thing professors and coun- 
selors stress to college freshmen is the 
need to avoid sobriety at all costs. It is the 
only way to be accepted by the group and 
not risk being ostracized. Alcohol 
enhances social skills, aids in the acquisi- 
tion of sexual intercourse and salves 
those pesky feelings of guilt. Everyone 














knows college has nothing to do with 
learning. One absorbs facts and one 
regurgitates them onto test papers and 
exams. The end result is a degree and a 
position of social standing (or a job at a 
coffee house).-The transition from mommy 
and daddy’s home to the big bad world is 
made smoother by pickling the brain with 
alcohol and drugs. The best and brightest 
of today need to live up to the standards 
set by their forbearers in the film ANIMAL 
HOUSE. 


The folks at Panarchy were a nice lot 
and | enjoyed being in their company. A 
group of them ate and drank some brews 
at a pizza parlour with Atom and me. | 
nursed some seltzer water and tried to 











































































































































































































































































































































































































keep from falling asleep. Back at the man- 
sion, coke-girl was still in need of a buzz 
and later passed out on some ska-boy. | 
passed on drinking wine from a box and 
settled into the room a kindly girl provided 
for me. She was sleeping with her 
boyfriend elsewhere in the house, so | had 
the room to myself. | cursed the heavens 
when | realized that my pillow was in 
Canada, but a balled-up sweatshirt did the 
trick. Laughing college youth kept me 
awake for some time, but eventually Mr. 
Sandman won out. 


DAY 11: Tuesday, May 4, 1999 


We only stopped at Subway to eat 
before heading towards Portsmouth, New 
Hampshire. It was an enchanting ride, as 
the lush Vermont and New Hampshire 
hills contrasted the cluttered buildings and 
filth we were so familiar with back home. 
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In Portsmouth we encountered the first 
rain of the tour, which was very appreciat- 
ed considering we were touring in early 
spring. The town (city?) itself was lovely in 
a quaint-but-hip New England kind of way. 
The stores were mostly craft and knick- 
knack oriented, but there was a funky- 
assed restaurant called The Friendly 
Toast, two record stores (one of which 
was fantastic and ate a lot of my money) 
and a decent health-food store. 


Walking through Portsmouth in the 
pouring rain soaked us. | had the fore- 
thought to bring a raincoat, but the lower 
body was soaked and my record and book 
want-list | kept in my pocket disintegrated. 
By the time we settled into a coffee shop 
to drink Chai tea and read Punk Planet, 
my wet crotch could have used a good 
blowing. 


While the coffee house staff cackled 
amongst themselves, a hard rain fell upon 
the town. Between pages of the magazine 
| looked out over the rainy town. My head 
itched, the flesh on my fingertips was 
peeling off, my body and clothes stunk, 
my facial hair growth gave me a vermin- 
like appearance. | was not looking or feel- 
ing my best. 


Melancholia set its cloak about me and 
| gratefully nestled into it. | intertwined my 
hands around the hot cup of tea and let 
the images rush over me. So many miles 
and faces. Back in the real world, where | 
work on my video business all day, these 
days would have passed in a pleasant 
blur. My major human interaction would be 
limited to the once-a-month Exhumed 
Films screenings and scattered days on 
the town with friends. Here | introduced 
myself to a new set of people every day 
and entrusted myself, my possessions 
and my friend Atom to them. | had to be on 
all the time. A watchful merchandise seller. 
A wacky sidekick. A polite stranger. 
Relationships would be forged within 
hours then lost to the road. | would step 
into already-in-progress lives and be told 
secrets by those who lived them. They 
knew | would tell no one as | did not know 
of whom they spoke. Truth be known, | did 
not really know the tellers of the tales, 
either. Like a sieve, | was here to be open 
enough to let their lives pass through me. 
| looked into their worlds and saw the myr- 
iad of other paths | could have taken in my 
life. From a college anti-frat filled with 
zany kids to a married couple in a gor- 
geous house in the country, | passed 
ghost-like from one world to the next. In 
the brief time | spent in each respective 
place, | tried to gain a feel for what it would 
be like to have lived like this. Getting back 
in the truck would make me feel sad about 
opportunities missed, yet before me would 
be many roads and one of those roads 


would be taken to its end. 


The Elvis room was the scene for this 
night’s mayhem. Fat Day had been sched- 
uled to perform, but they canceled so we 
were stuck with two crap bands. The first 
band featured a teeny-tiny dwarf. He had 
rosy-red cheeks, little arms and little legs. 
A cheeky dwarf was he, as he had obvi- 
ously soiled his teeny-tiny diaper. | wanted 
to pull him away from that nasty old hard- 
core band, stuff him in my backpack and 
carry him back to Santa’s workshop. 
Disregard that stinky t-shirt and those 
miniature shorts! Put your green felt shoes 
with balls on the tips and your silky tunic 
back on! O, little dwarf, waste-not the 
magic Gandalf the Grey bestowed upon 
you! 


After their set, Atom caught the teeny- 
tiny dwarf in the bathroom. The dwarf 
couldn’t reach the sink, so he had to wash 
his mitts in the child’s urinal. Being a good 
Jew, Atom lifted the little rascal up to the 
sink (yet on his way out he hung the dwarf 
from the coat hook on the back of the 
door). 


[NOTE TO READERS: A panel of ten 
dwarves, ten elves and a few assorted 
pixies and dryads have determined that 
the above paragraphs are NOT offensive 
to Dwarf-Americans.] 


Atom played his longest set of the tour — 


to a very vocal and active crowd. It’s hard 
to imagine a circle pit for Atom, but my 
eyes did not deceive me. 


Some kids from 5 Bucks were to put us 
up that night. They assured us that they 
only lived 15 minutes away and that there 
would be space for us to sleep. They also 
told me that they had a case of 20 beers if 
| wanted some. Dead tired and feeling 
anti-social, we set out to eat at a 24 hour 
diner with 15 other punks. They chatted; | 
gurgled. Since Atom and | were the only 
adults at the tables, we had to make sure 
the kids left tips for the bedraggled wait- 
resses. 


The drive back to dumb-bell’s dorm was 
more like 45 minutes and on dark and 
lonely roads. We arrived to find that we 
could only park in a parking lot until 6 AM. 
If we didn’t move the car by then we would 
get a $30 ticket. The room we were to 
sleep in was narrow as a coffin. Frustrated 
with the long ride, pathetic parking situa- 
tion and inadequate sleeping accommo- 
dations, we ordered all three boys out for 
the night and took over the room. They 
could drink their 20 beers in the lavatory 
for all the fuck we cared. The gentleman 
who made the offer may have had his 
heart in the right place, but the DNA mate- 
rial responsible for the development of his 


brains was still floating around in his 
father’s scrotum. It figures these guys 
played in a ska-punk band. | hope their 
parents gain a lot by sending their little 
juniors to college. I’m sure they are des- 
tined for greatness. 


DAY 12: Wednesday, May 5, 1999 


The boys were nowhere to be found 
when we awoke, but the $30 parking tick- 
et was firmly in place upon the windshield 
of the S.U.V. We cast it to the wind and set 
off for Albany, New York, site of the final 
show of the tour. 


In Albany we spent time at Nate 
Wilson's comic book/record store then got 
a brief tour of the city from Nate. | wasn’t 
too impressed with Albany because too 
much of it reminded me of Philthadelphia. 
| would be back there soon enough. 


Atom and | had a final meal of Indian 
food together before we went to the col- 
lege where the show would take place. He 
slept on a couch in the lounge while | 
talked to one of the super-nice show 
organizers, Cassie, and read. 


One of Atom’s co-performers, Kate 108 
of Project Kate, turned up and was 
promptly pressed for straight-edge band 
gossip (did Porcell get drunk and shit him- 
self? did Ray snort crank off a Latino crack 
whore’s tits in order to pull off those grav- 
ity-defying jumps?) by Atom. The topic 
eventually stayed firmly on the subject of 
poop for the rest of the evening. Kate even 
managed to work poop references into her 
decidedly serious and somber songs (but 
never with a straight face). 


Atom played to a happy audience and 
sent some props out to me for helping him 
out on the tour. After some screwing about 
with photos, we set for the long road back 
to Philly. As Metallica blasted away to 
keep us awake, we spoke in weary tones. 
| had had a blast with Atom and couldn't 
imagine spending 12 straight days with 
anyone else and not getting angry with 
them at least once. Atom was a very gift- 
ed performer and a genuinely nice human 
being. | felt like | was losing a love when | 
left the S.U.V. and entered my home at 4 
AM. 


| found my precious cats awaiting me 
and smile-faced balloons on the archway 
above my dining room. A cake and “wel- 
come home” note waited for-me on the 
kitchen table. | was home. 


THE END 
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Showdown: 


It was a long time coming. 

Some things are clearly marked on a 
man’ face. 

Stress, dishonor, betrayal. a plethora of 
failures, miseries and self. delusional bold 
assertions. 

He was hanging by a thread. 

Observations of this type are not rare 
and rarer still in a back 


alley beer bar in Thailand. 


They are almost hourly. 


The girls could tell he 
had had enough. Years of 
higher learning.. probably 
in journalism (with a side 
order of philosophy or poly 
sci just to flip him into the 
never never land of the 
righteous crusader). Then, 
years in the frigid Canadian 
wastes espousing worker’s 
rights, free medical care 
and other commie pipe 
dreams to a bunch of 
inbred canucks, who were 
more interested in grab- 
bing a case of LaBatts and 






































hoping they caught their sister on a good 
night, than on the plight of the peasants 
tens of thousands of miles away. 


Imagine that kick in the balls.. being 
called commie and red and pinko and 
well... probably cock sucker or something 
else derogatory like that.. then the peltings 
and the calls for him to pay his student 
loans and to vacate the grad student 
housing and of course the total disap- 
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We're here for your daughters, Chen. (Photo thought to be that of the author & entourage.) 





proval of his parents for not having gone 
into some undignified government job. 


The “Low End” 


That is until he hits upon what any num- 
ber of other people in search of adventure 
would do.. he hits the international trail.. 
That's it.. just take off.. see the world. ride 
that 747 of footloose and fancy free wher- 

ever it takes you. Buy the 
ticket.. take the ride. 


We don’t need those 
F***g squares back in 
Manitoba to tell US how to 
live! Man, you just gotta 
see it.. and better yet write 
about it. “You just wait. I'll 
show ‘em.. I'LL SHOW 
‘EM ALL!!” 


Blasting off for points 
unknown; Europe, Africa 
and the final stop.. Asia.. 
and then it happens.. the 
booze, the girls, the 


drugs.. the Disney World” 
lifestyle.. Life under a 
microscope? Hell son, we 
are through the looking 
glass here!! And it ain’t as 
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pretty as Yul Brynner or James Clavell 
would have us think. Real people are get- 
ting hurt and dying and sold and every 
other indignity under the sun and it ain't in 
the Lord God Jehovah's name this time. 


Realization has hit. You aren't a jour- 
nalist. You are a fraud, a fucking sham, a 
poseur and voyeur extraordinaire in one of 
the last great convulsions of life as we 
know it. 


And it is passing you by. 
You've got nothing to add. 


That was the man who 
walked in on me and my col- 
leagues on a humid night in 
Thailand. A man on a mission 
of self preservation: A man 
who needed to justify his sleep- 
ing with twelve year old girls for 
three dollars in Phnom Phen 
and pretending to teach 
English to pay the rent. Aman 
who thought that Reuters was 
really going to call back and 
that this would be the one. He 
would be there when the next 
banana republic fell, or the next 
junta took power with bloody 
hands and then all of his sins 
would be forgiven. 


And he was a shitfaced nasty drunk. 


He must have spotted us from the 
German bar across the street and tiring of 
their excessively bad drinking habits and 
hankerings for preteen cooze he thought 
he would head over to our stop and tell us 
some “truth.” 


Truth of the nastiest kind. 





Hermit statue, Wat Phrat Kou 





“...don’t think | don’t know what you and 
your kind are up to here..” he said, rather 
slyly. “You fucking Americans think you 
can run all over the world starting your 
horrible little wars, and kill and murder at 
will.. well, you can’t!” He had taken up a 
Becks and gotten through the half of it 
before he went on. “That's right, you, 
MISTER C.I.A. man!!” That got the 
crowds attention. “..or your friend over 
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A sampling of the local wildlife. 


there” he jabbed wildly, indicating my trav- 
eling partner, one Miguel Esposito a rather 
testy Basque. 


| felt the current go weirder in the bar. 
True to form | knew it was time to change 
the conversation and lose this drunk or 
give him a beating and we all wake up in 
the Hua Hin jail. It could have gone either 
way. After all, we were both farang (the 
pleasant Thai term for foreigner) so we 


were both 
beneath _con- 
tempt by the 
local police, 


unless of course 
we caused them 
any type of dis- 
tress, at which 
point we could 
be put in any 
kind of distress 
ourselves. 


What could | 
do but order 
another Singha 
and tough it out. 


This course of 
action seemed 
to reaffirm all the 
suspicions and 
corrupted jour- 
nalistic intuition 


he had. Here it was finally, THE BIG ONE. 
He had bagged the journalistic equivalent 
of big foot. The often talked about but sel- 
dom seen, C.1.A. man. The devil himself 
in southeast Asia. He was in no way 
going to let me go. 


Of course, at this juncture in the story, | 
should clarify that | was not working for the 
C.I.A. at that time, nor have | since. | 

pegged the problem on the very 
essence of our trip to Thailand. 


Excess, Nostalgia and a need 
for cleansing. 


The same noble causes that 
drove an earlier generation of 
American males to come across 

Tp the big water and turn a few third 
eN4 world countries into the biggest 
= boogie man that has ever 
scarred the American psyche. 
The war in Vietnam was not over 
and we were on a R&R trip 
“straight off the time machine into 

the late 1960's. 


“| needed a mission... 
and after this one, I’d never 
need another one” 














- Willard, Cpt. US Army 


Heat up the engines: 


The call for the trip came, as these type 
of calls often do, late at night after | had 
gone to bed. The instigator, one Miguel 
Esposito (the aforementioned testy 
Basque) had interrupted my white bread 
dreams of Sandra Bullock and something 
about tiling the kitchen, with yet another of 
his thoughts for alcohol fueled mayhem. 
(see past police report, Duvall county 10 
February ed.) but this time the target was 
no mere piracy plan. 


No indeedy, the plan was one of forget- 
fulness. The idea was to purge us of all 
the past thoughts of our bad relationships, 
recently and disastrously over, and to 
immerse ourselves fully in the cleansing 
light of (oh, | don’t know) say some two 
million sex workers in a far off country. 


Esposito had had some dealings there 
back in the old days and | too remember 
his crudely drawn diagrams on booze 
stained napkins depicting the Thai “basket 
fuck” and some other sorts of karma sutra 
like stylings. Stories made up to scare the 
children or to titillate the collegiate degen- 
erate. 


| was wrong. 


| agreed wholeheartedly to the scheme 


(anything to get him off the phone!) and 
went back to bed with nary a thought as to 
what | had committed myself to. 
(Mephistopheles take note.. best time to 
get me is around 11:00PM on a 
Wednesday) 


Until the next phone call. 


Needless to say it became a flurry of 
activity. Passports, plane tickets, clothing 
choices, how many condoms to take.. for- 
get about the sex toys (they are illegal to 
bring into the country.. obviously the Thai 
government fears that foreign vibrators 
and cock rings will crowd their own supply 
of attractive women out of the sex market) 
and of course the inevitable 2000 rolls of 
film and video camera. A quick brush up 
on Thai culture (thank you to Eyewitness 
Tour Guides and the ever informative 
message board at thaipussy.nu) and we 
were as prepared as any other foreign 
invader in the history of the world. Ready 
to plunge headfirst into the place where all 
of our darkest fears and desires could be 
bought for $20 a night. 


Destination: Bangkok, Thailand 


Into the Lion’s Mouth 


It would, indeed, be cruel and torturous 
for me to relate the joys of transpacific 
plane travel to you, gentle reader, suffice it 
to say we arrived in Japan about 10 min- 
utes prior to my total mental breakdown. 


Narita Airport: Clean, orderly and 
staffed with nineteen year old girls 
dressed in catholic school uniforms (or 
something to that extent). Think of it as 
Pedo-Disney. Definitely not hard on the 
eyes.. and a massage parlor and showers 


to boot! It would not 
have bothered this 
young innocent to 


stay there for a week, 
blissfully wandering 
the sensibly decorat- 
ed corridors and 
answering the obvi- 
ous questions from 
the post-teen female 
staff (ayes: autl 
American wrestler.. 
konnichi what?) But 
being the “Big Boss 
Man" even for a fleet- 
ing moment is nothing 
in comparison with 
the giddy anticipation 
we were feeling now. 
The Valiums had 
worn off and it was 
pure Ephedrene from 
here on out. (A shout 
out to the boys at the 
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In$tant karma... Mr. Bell hires a pathway to Buddha. 


Georgia exit 4 truck stop.. may your 
shelves never be bare!) So once again | 
bit the bullet, broke a sweat and hopped 
the next thing smoking on the way to Oz. 


Oz.. That's what the hardcore of the 
tour circuit were calling it. As in the won- 
derful land of.. but trust me, this was no 
Judy Garland party we were going to.. 
unless you wanted to play it that way. The 
tour brochures were never giving you the 
straight dope on the “Land of Smiles” as it 
was called. They were selling you the 
sanitized version. Christ, they didn’t even 
believe it themselves.. we were putting a 
pretty face on what was going on. | had to 
dig into the thing and see just what the 
deal was and how it would play out. 











Muay Thai (Hua Hin), the national obsession. 










































































































































































Now, | wasn’t a total idiot. | had had my 
dealings in Puerto Rico and other points 
south and we all knew the drill in Europe, 
but the culture that we were encountering 
was one so alien, yet so easy to fall into it 
was unnerving. 


Little Thoughts in the Big Ocean; 
Side bars in a fatigues mind 


The digging was no big effort. Thank 
God for the internet. | think it took 
Esposito a total of fifteen minutes of 
searching before he was able to give me a 
rundown on where and who and what. 
The funny thing was that the more bulletin 
boards | looked at and the more postings 
| read, | felt 
myself being 
sucked further 
and further into 
the mystique of 
the place. Hell, 
anyone can buy 
a girl anywhere 
in the world. 


That wasn't 
even the deal 
here (any of 


you who have 
ever visited my 
fair city of Ft. 
Lauderdale can 
attest that we 
have by far the 
most complete 
escort service 
listing of any 
phone book in 
the country) it 
was an attitude 
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that we were buying into. Indulgence. Pure 
and simple. Even animalistic to an extent. 
We were there to consume. Gorge ourselves 
on the local fauna, booze, dope, whatever.. as 
long as some money changed hands and no 
Thais were injured in the process. That is 
unless they were handsomely compensated 
as well. 


The NO SMOKING light was on and we 
were in motion. The bleating and bizarrely 
metallic humming of 200 sexually = 
frustrated Japanese business- 
men (or co-inhabitants in the alu- 
minum cigar tube that had been 
my home for the past 24 hours) i 
was the only theme music for the 
in flight to Bangkok. Mr. Esposito, 
in a fit of gastrointestinal acrobat- al 
ics, had managed to fart directly 
on the woman in the seat in front 
of us for at least three hours with- 
out shitting himself. Truly amaz- 
ing the things that you notice on 
the last important flight of your 
life. That and the confirmation 
that the Japanese “salaryman” is 
one weird panty sniffing little 
weirdo (I still have horrors think- 
ing about the incident in the for- 
ward lavatory) But digress. 


We were almost there. Mere minutes/hours 
from, what | had hoped, was a defining 
moment in my tumultuous existence. You 
could almost feel the anticipation in the cabin. 
Japanese, Ausiralians, Chinese.. the whir and 
click of mental machinery, the big question: 


What am | here for? 


Thailand can be that simply 
stated. What am | here for? What 
do you really want? ...and | mean 
deep down kind of want.. not just 
the old “| want what my wife/hus- 
band/boyfriend/girlfriend/pet por- 
poise won’t/can’t/refuses/threat- 
ened me with a lawsuit if | ask 
again to do for me/to me.” Is it a 
galvanizing effect on the damaged 
soul? Can failed dreamers and ~ 
cheap hustlers get together and 
mix.. possibly have a drink or two 
together? Was this another failed 
crusade for the inner self like so 
many others before it, or just one 
more notch in the proverbial belt 
of degradation? 


You'd never know until the first 











No shit about that. The waves of 
humidity do something to a man. 
Especially when that man hasn't slept 
and has been drinking and taking stim- 
ulants for a full day or so while sitting 
next to an obsessive compulsive 
Spaniard with a flatulence problem. 
The first mental note that we weren't in 
Kansas any more was obvious. Of the 
many men polled during the bus ride to 
the terminal.. 99% agreed that 






































although it was hot, and one humid 
motherfucker out, there was still time 
to get laid somewhere in town. 


As it turned out, this was also fore- 
most in my mind. Sure, beat that jet 
lag out of your system with a little cre- 
ative flushing out of the precious vital 
fluids. Always a winner to get rid ‘of 
anything from hangnail to trench foot. 




















Mr. Bell directs the talent. 


time you set foot on the ground 
and even then perception was not 
always the greater part of reality. 


A soft landing. 


“this is like Africa hot..” 
- Pvt. Jerome, Biloxi Blues 


So, without further ado, we jogged 
through the reenactment of the fall of 
Saigon, that is the taxi stand out front 
of the airport, and through Mr. 
Esposito’s incredible command of the 
Thai language we were able to secure 





the majority of a meter taxi to take us to 
our hotel. There was some intense hag- 
gling, but finally due to our mutual love 
for Buddha we were able to take off (at 
about 120 mph) in the general direction 
of our little slice of Bangkok. 


Like Kids In A Candy Store 


Damn if that heading doesn’t sum up 
that first night. 


| know | should leave it at that, 
but my sponsors say give with the 
blue material, so here goes. 


Those million things running 
through your mind on the plain. 
Hopes, Dreams, Self actualiza- 
tion, the burial of dead loves and 
romances. Forget ‘em. They 
blow out of the cab window like 
that third cigarette you are chain 
smoking while trying not to watch 
the road rushing up to meet you. 
There is the one edifying thing to 
concentrate on. 


“It's o’dark thirty, where can we 

find us some women?“ And 

Bangkok, like the indulgent mother she 
is, provides for you. 


We blew through hotel check-in, got a 
couple of rooms (mine had a view of a 
brick wall.. endearing) then a quick 
shit/shower/shave and back out into the 
teaming streets. Teaming won't explain it 
to the uninitiated. You can look at pic- 
tures of the Bangkok streets, or most of 
these modern southeast Asian 
cities, and not get the full effect 
of the crush of humanity all 
around you. Tourists, Touts, 
civilians, army and police per- 
sonnel, the infamous tuk-tuk 
drivers, motorcycle taxis, meter 
taxis, the guy who keeps trying 
to sell me fried water beetles 
and the occasional soi dog all 
running around your ankles on 
their way to whatever destina- 
tion and totally unfazed by the 
human stream that flows. all 
around them. We could dis- 
cuss the associated sounds 
and smells of 20 million people 
jammed into a 5 million person 
town, but the boss man tells me 
to make with the good stuff, so 
let's kick this rambling tale in 
the ass and give you the thing 
that the reading public wants most. 


Fortunately, our first stop in town was 
at the most famous of all the Bangkok 
pick-up joints; The Thermae Coffee 
House. Thermae, if rumors be true, is 


the only bar with no set closing time. All 
the bar girls hit the place after working 
their short time (not all night sexual assig- 
nation) dates and looking for another trick 
or two before turning in for the night. It 
was popular with the farang (us non-Thai) 
for a number of 
reasons. 
Firstly, for the 
“cheap — char- 
lies,” there was 
no bar fine, 
meaning _ that 
they did not 
have to pay the 
bar to take the 
girl out for the 
evening, which saved you anywhere from 
$20-$100 depending on where you were 
pulling your girls from. And secondly the 
girls where free to negotiate the price for 
their services, and depending on the cur- 
rent state of the individual’s finances that 
could add up. (For me,as the eternal nice 
guy, | didn’t feel the need to knock down 
on any girl who would be out selling her- 
self for an average of 40-50 dollars US for 
anywhere up to 12 hours. Call me aman 
with no head for business, but so be it.) 
The other great thing was that the bar did 
not allow the “katoey” or “lady boys” as 
they were known to work Thermae. Lord 
knows the disappointment of some poor 
brush salesman who got himself a real 
“stunner” back to the hotel and gets that 
soul crushing moment when the dick pops 
out of the panties or if she/he had had the 
full operation and a kindly fellow at the 
next table informs him whilst he is having 
his “next morning“ breakfast... “The 
Horror..!” What | was really digging was 
the fact that the Bangkok police suppos- 
edly were the actual owners of the place 
and had been significantly involved with 
it’s moving into the Ruamchitt 
Plaza/Hotel’s basement after a fire had 
gutted the original structure. | also hear 
it’s still the same sign from in front of the 
old place.. a little worse for the wear, and 
a bit out of place in front of a hotel of this 
quality.. but | don’t get paid the big bucks 
for my Frank Lloyd Wright impersonations. 


Giddy as schoolboys. Maybe not truly, 
but definitely ready to get in and get busy 
with the “wet work” so to speak. We 
popped down the flight of steps and into 
the zone. 


Loud music. Make that elevator music 
played at full volume. The lights were dim 
enough but with little shafts of bright light, 
| surmised in case you weren't drunk 
enough to not want a good look at your 
playmate for the evening. One hundred 
girls easy. Ages from plus or minus eight- 
een to “My God! are you serious?” 
Grandmas looking to sell ass next to their 
grandchildren. Dig the crazy scene, man! 





Light up a smoke, grab a Singha from 
the friendly bar staff and groove on the 
vibes of anticipation and pent up sex 
that are flowing around this dark little 
planet. There are predators here, but 
who is who. 


| hunt the hunters, but 
some of the other 
characters | am 
not so sure of. To 
get the right feel, 
you have to walk 
the room, looking 
at everyone jail- 
house style. No 
direct eye contact 
unless you want 
the girl, if she 
were to be turned down.. well, no one 
likes to loose face in this town (face 
being the most important thing | learned 
about there, and just how easy it is to 
loose it and to what lengths people go 
to get it back.) and | headed towards 
the most mythical part of the bar. 


The Thermae Toilet. 


Strange as it seems, if you haven't 
been to the toilet, you haven't been to 
the bar. Up a flight of stairs and then 
out the back of the hotel is the toilet for 
which a thousand songs have been 
sung and an equal amount of cumshots 
tossed. The Thermae Toilet is truly awe 
inspiring. Nothing says humanity like 
the idea of a guy getting his dick sucked 
in a pissy smelling toilet stall. Holy 
George Michael! But true to life dear 
reader this is what it is all about. There 
are always a couple of girls floating 
around in the stall area eager to gargle 
a bit o’ pork for a few baht (Thai money) 
and send the goofy drunks on their way 
with a kiss (yikes!!) and a wave. It truly 
was everything that an intrepid adven- 
turer could hope for in a seedy blow job 
shack. From the trough style toilet to 
the little bleachers where the girls we 
huddled waiting for the next in a seem- 
ingly endless line of fat German tourists 
to enter. My problem was twofold. A.) 
| did not desire one of the above men- 
tioned toilet stall blow jobs, but | did 
have to use the urinal and B.) how to 
keep one of these girls from grabbing 
my dick while | was in the process of 
A.). This quaint local custom had been 
explained to me earlier. However, it 
must not have been mandatory as | 
was able to go about my business 
unmolested. That is of course except 
for the carnal serenade from (by my 
guess) some type of Norwegian who 
was getting the pink sucked off of his 
john thomas. Business taken care of, | 
left Mr. Pavarotti to his fate and 
descended once again into the bar. 


To be continued... 


So, youre thinking 
about going ?? 


Related web sites with more 
information on vacation and 
sightseeing opportunities in 
Thailand 


Thaisite.com - The most 
professional and informative site 
that I have seen. Covers most all 
aspects of tourism as well as long 
term rentals and purchases. Many 
good links as well. 


Bangkok.com - More of a 
personal touch to this site. 
Especially good is Wheeler’s 
Thailand.. lots of good information, 
recipes and tour stories 


Thailand.com - Kind of weak. 
Hopefully they will have the bugs 
worked out of it by the time it is 
completed. It carries many samples 
of Thai craft work and the where and 
how of buying them. Plus some 
Buddha related music segments 


Bangkokpost.net - The news- 
paper of the kingdom. If you want 
to read up a little on the places 
you want to visit, read this one. 
Also; note*** check out Trink’s “the 
NiteOwl” a little more insight for 


your bar hopping needs. 


Thaipussy.nu - Don’t let the 
name fool you. Skip the pay site 
ads and check out the message board 
section. Many useful travel tips 
from local customs to the new 
tourist scams. Especially check out 
the posts by Khun Bill (Bill Cody), 
Big Dog White and Paul Garner (the 
old sarge) 


AsfO.COm - Another “gentle- 
men’s” site, but a great message 
board section, plus some of the best 


informative links pages you can find 


Hey kids, don’t forget!!!! 

Mr> Bell s.. Disciples: of Pleasure: 
Y2K_in BKK Thailand tour is gearing 
up for March of 2000. We will be 
giving out more detailed information 
at www.StainMagazine.com, so you 
will know what to ask Santa for this 
year. No limit on people, as the 
more that go the less we all have to 
pay. Itinerary will be Bangkok fol- 
lowed by Hua Hin and either Ko Samui 
or Phuket. Two weeks of non stop 
strangeness. Contact me through my 
e-mail or info@StainMagazine.com 
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i : 4 “grabbin’ crackers 
a out the ‘fridgerator. 
I was a terrible masturbator. 
. YP was’ lookin” at black=tait 
D O Penthouse since I was 
in the incubator.” 


















































































































































































































































































































































































































































Kool Keith first hit the rap world with a group called the 
Ultramagnetic MC's. They formed in 1985, releasing their first 
full length, Critical Beatdown, in 1988. A sick debut everyone 
should own. Their style was raw, funky and from the street. 
They proclaimed themselves masters of the game and sex 
gurus, and they backed it up. They were also a bit insane. 
Rumors about Keith’s prolonged stays in psychiatric wards and 
his short stint in porn have grown to truth-size, much more so 
than Rod Stewart’s alleged incident. But more than anything, 
Ultramagnetic MC’s were truly original. Their beats, samples 
and lyrics were some of the first to really describe the city 
streets. They were also the first production crew/rap group to 
use a sampler for compiling songs, and use it regularly as part 
of their show. After releasing two more records, they split up 
around 1994. Kool Keith disappeared for a brief time, before 
continuing on his own. Since then, he’s put out a shitload of 
recordings with a boatload of other artists. His raps range from 
the absurd to the prophetic, and at times may not make much 
sense on paper, but when verbally presented as only Keith can, 
convey a pinpointed, hilarious message. He delivers quickly, in 
minimal amounts of time and space. Speaking of space, he 
does rap about it a good deal. Some of his characters live there. 
But it’s not just the place, space. It’s the style. And his just hap- 
pens to be truly “out there.” Advanced. Original. Alone. Not 
relegated to Earth. Great beats and rhymes are all you really 
need for sick rap, but Kool Keith’s sense of humor is the third 
ingredient that really pushes his songs over the top. He claims 
Bill Clinton is a friend of his. Like our President, he means 
different things to different people and like Madonna or Al 
Jourgensen, he reinvents himself fairly regularly. He’s got plen- 
ty of different personas (somewhere between 12 and 20) and 
goes on tours and puts out records as different characters year- 
ly. Here’s a few of the more established ones: 
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Kool Keith - The original. Others try to 
copy, but they just can’t do it. Huge fan of 
Porn. Dislikes girls who are not innovative 
that don’t like to take (naked) pictures of 
themselves. Rapper behind Sex Style and 
Black Elvis/Lost in Space. 





Dr. Octagon - A practicing gynecologist 
and surgeon (he likes being close to 
women) who raps about rectal rebuilding, 
chimpanzee acne and the sur- 
geries he performs. Also raps 
about space a lot, seeing as he 
occasionally lives there. 


Dr. Dooom - A serial killer and 
mass murderer, cut from the 
Gary Heidnick mold. Straight 


outta the deep ghetto. Don’t go in 4 


the house. You never know who 
you're gonna find buried up to 
their head in the basement. 


Black Elvis - Latest incarna- 
tion. Likes flashy cars, nice disco 
clubs and rappin’ about space. 
Dubbed so because of the excel- 
lent image he upholds as a 
supreme MC. Also, Dr. Dooom’s 
evil twin brother. 


The following recordings are 
Kool Keith’s last four full lengths 
from the previously mentioned 
characters. 


Dr. Octagonycologyst 
Dr. Octagon 
1996 





This is the album that re-estab- 

lished Kool Keith’s niche in the 

rap world. | wouldn't call it a 
comeback, however, it was his 

first project since the demise of 
Ultramagnetic. Also, if | had to 
recommend one Kool Keith 

record for someone that was 

looking to buy their first one, I'd tell them 
to get this one. It came out in 1996 and 
features some of the best arranging, pro- 
ducing, sampling, scratching and cutting 
ever heard. Kool Keith teamed up with Kut 
Masta Kurt and Dan “The Automater” 
Nakamura, who masterfully compiled and 
cut and pasted the beats. Add extremely 
smooth, innovative, hyper-rap and you've 
got a fantastic record. This rap is from 
“Earth People”: 


Space Ranger/Contact tubes in the 
FedEx/ 

| program one and go to Earth through 
the fax machine/ 

My number’s 7097556EL3, computer file 
9-3/ 

Digital level, standing on the terminal/ 
upside down, through polygons fightin’ 
pentagons/ 

Changin’ blue skin, my brown color’s 


comin’ back/ 

I’m pscychadelic this time, come in rain- 
bows/ 

Look at the green lights, and yo | see my 
brain glow/ 

Five colors: yellow, black and red and 
green, purple/ 

Earth people, New York and California!/ 

Earth people, | was born on Jupiter! 































































































































































































































































































































































































About a year after this was released, 
Keith and the ‘Automater’ had a huge 
falling out. They bickered about who had 
rights to the name Dr. Octagon, among 
other things. Keith apparently regrets 
doing the album now, thinking it didn’t 
come out as good as it could have. This is 
the reason Dr. Dooom ends this charac- 
ter’s life, once and for all, at the beginning 
of this year’s First Come, First Served. Oh 
well, on to the next project. By the way, 
there was also a ‘no vocals’ version 
released, titled Instrumentalist. Obviously, 
| suggest the one with vocals. You can’t 
miss classic introductions like: 





I’m Dr. Octagon/Paramedic fetus of the 
East, with priests/ 

I’m from the Church of the Operating 
Room. 


Sex Style 
Kool Keith 


1997 


Originally titled Erotic Man, this thing is 

out there. Released on his own label, 

Funky Ass Records (the logo is a big- 

butted woman, on all fours, ass up in the 

air), Sex Style is comprised of 16 songs 

about sex. It’s big time pornographic but 
again, it’s funny as hell, with 
song titles like, “Lick My Ass,” 
“Little Girls” and “Stuck on Pussy 
Drive.” Keith's on the back cover 
doin’ some porno star from 
behind. A lot of people consid- 
ered this record a bomb, compar- 
ing it to the success of Dr. 
Octagon, just before it. There is 
in fact less production and it is 
more straight ahead in terms of 
simplicity of the beats, but it’s 
hardly a bad record. This disc 
works straight ahead. 


First Come, First Served 
Dr. Dooom 
1999 





Once upon a time in the proj- 
ects... ghetto style. Horror rap. 
Black comedy. Damp, dank, dark 
basement rock. This record, also 
put out on Funky Ass, was the 
one Keith wanted released the 
same day as Black Elvis. It was 
finished just before Black Elvis 
and | guess he thought it would 
be cool (which it would’ve been) 
to unleash them simultaneously. 
Instead, First Come, First Served 
came out about eight weeks 
before Black Elvis. The disc 
opens with a skit where Dr. 
Dooom tells Dr. Octagon, “take 
two of these and call me in the 
morning,” and proceeds to blow 
his head off, killing him and put- 

ting an end to the character. 





Incredibly simple, sick, hypnotic beats, 
allowing lots of straight up MC’in’. But the 
reason this is one of his best is because 
it’s the funniest. Yes, the basic themes on 
this record are poverty and murder. But 
the way those two dreadful topics are pre- 
sented is what makes the songs so hilari- 
ous. On the intro to “Welfare Love 
(Section 8),” Dr. Dooom’s keepin’ it real. 
Too real: 


“...hey baby/I still love you ‘cause you ain't 
plastic/makin’ them peanut butter sand- 
wiches/babies cryin, runnin’ around with 
dirty diapers/the way you used to make the 
kool-aid/babies walkin’ around cryin/food all 
over the floor/kitchen sink—messed up/it’s 
that old ghetto smell in the house/people 
comin’ over to borrow sugar/that’s the way | 
like it/cereal all over the floor” 
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The album cover is Dr. Dooom offering 
up a mushroom and onion mouseburger, 
with roaches. Baboons are scouring 
through trash in the background. While 
most of the songs do revolve around 
insane neighbors, crack houses and body 
bags, the first song, “No Chorus,” focus- 
es on verbally slamming today’s rappers. 
In a fast-as-it-gets-rap, Dooom is pissed 
and spitting: 


“What the fuck was in your mind when 
you rapped on that track?/ 

Who possessed you to do that?/Who pro- 
grammed that? Shit sound wack/ 

Y’all niggaz write like slouches, puffin’ 
blunts on studio couches/ 

Hope your bitch is in the audience, your 
wife too, that’s your fan base/ 

Your fans are mad, your performance is 
garbage bag/ 

Look at this video tape. Walkin’ back and 
forth grabbin’ your nuts like Planet of the 
Apes/ 

You fucking pink maggot. I'll take your 
mic. You can’t have it/ 

You niggaz be runnin’ around with ears 
open like bunny rabbits.” 


Couldn't have said it better myself. 


Black Elvis/Lost in Space 
Kool Keith 
1999 


Hello, fuck you very much, and stay the 
fuck away from me, to all you pop rap, no- 
skill-havin’, couldn’t-MC-their-sorry-asses- 
out-of-a-wet-paper-bag, frontin’-like-Kid 
Rock, punk-ass motha fuckazzz, seems to 
be one of the basic messages on the 
newly released Black Elvis/Lost in Space. 
Black Elvis has had it with the state of 
affairs in music today. And who can blame 
him. If Puff Daddy (the black Rob Lowe) 
spends so much money on his videos, 
why can’t you ever hear his pathetic 
voice? Never mind that he can’t rap, that 
fucker can not dance. 


On “Intro” Keith takes aim at today’s shit 

talkers, asking in his maniacal voice, “why 
are you looking hard with a hood on and 
Timberland boots staring at me for one 
hour, when you could walk up and shake 
my hand? Why are you making those 
mean faces in your videos with the fish 
lens effects? Why are you smirking up 
your face, making obnoxious facial 
scenes—like | supposed to be scared? 
You are the monsters of the original Mr. 
Softee ice cream trucks. Your exaggera- 
tion perpetration levels are at exaggerat- 
ing full speed.” 


Black Elvis is the first project where Kool 
Keith has handled all the decisions and 
production calls himself. Definitely the 
most polished record yet. He had his shit 
together for this recording. A great engi- 


neering job, and Joe “the Butcher” Nicolo 
did a sick job mixing it, at Ruffhouse 
Studios in Conshohocken, PA. There’s 
some round, heavy, low end on it and it’s 
definitely the funkiest of any previous 
efforts. It's more about the music on this 
one than about the rap, but the rap is still 
great. 


The Interview 


A couple of hours before the show, I’m 
chillin’ in front of Tower Records on South 
Street. Kool Keith’s gonna roll up, sign 
autographs for the kids, and then I’m 
gonna interview him. | see him slowly 
walking up the street with his road man- 
ager, Nap, though most people wouldn't 
recognize him. Keith carries a chip on his 
shoulder and hates various rappers these 
days with their posse-lovin’, mercedes-dri- 
vin’, shit talkin’ ways. True to form, he’s 
walkin’ up to Tower practically unnotice- 
able. After spending too much time sign- 
ing everyone’s record, t-shirt, etc. (though 
you can’t rip a guy for taking the time for 
all of his fans), he heads out later than 
expected. 


“I’m like, ‘so, we goin’ back to the hotel?” 
He’s like, “no time man, how ‘bout right 
here?” 

“Right here?!” 

“Right here.” 


‘Right here’ happens to be on the curb 
just in front of Tower, with about 50 people 
pushing and shoving, trying to squeeze 
through the mess or get a look. The result 
of this is a four minute interview. Ah, well. 
Better than one minute... 


J. Cox: So what’s the lineup for this 
tour, as far as the guys on stage with 
you? 

Keith: | got Spooky with me doin’ some- 
thin’... and my own band, the Black Elvis. 
The Black Elvis Commitee. 

J. Cox: How’s the tour goin’? 

Keith: It’s been goin’ good. We been sell- 
in’ out since we left Los Angeles. We have 
done every city from Arizona to Austin to 
Houston to New Orleans to Tallahassee to 
Atlanta. Everything’s been sellin’ out, 
packed. Jam packed. People flyin’ out the 
windows. We been comin’ out and tearin it 
up. 

J.Cox: Did you work with Beck? 

Keith: | worked with Beck. | did a good 
song with him. It’s no laws. He’s a good 
person to work with. We have no laws 
when we're makin a record. And he’s very 
spontaneous and an outgoing person, as 
far as no limitations and no boundaries 
and laws in music when you’re working 
with him. | love that. 

J. Cox: How was it doing Black Elvis 
at Bridge Sound Studios? 

Keith: Oh, it was good. Joe (Nicolo) is 
one of the best engineers out. | have a 


good clean album now that you can hear 
my music and my vocals. It’s real good. 
They were great sessions. 

J. Cox: Oh yeah, this is Wendy the 
photographer, by the way. 

Keith: Of course. | love publicity. Of 
course. 

J. Cox: How much of the songs were 
worked out before you went in? 
Halfway done, all the way, any improv? 

Keith: No. | had my whole thing ready to 
go, on how | wanted it to go down. 

J. Cox: What about Tyra Banks, have 
you ever met her? 

Keith: Ahhh, no. | would love to, though. 

J. Cox: She is the finest. Have you 
ever met Max Hardcore? 

(Max is an American porn director and 
actor. As hard as it gets. Mostly anal sex. 
He’s developed a line of instruments and 
tools to open up... oh nevermind. Suffice 
it to say, he’s like a real life Dr. Octagon.) 

Keith: Yeah, | know Max. He’s a good 
friend of mine. 

J. Cox: Is he? He’s a fucking nut, isn’t 
he? 

Keith: | love Max. | love his movies and 
| love that... um... he has a lot of penetra- 
tion. 

J. Cox: Favorite basketball or football 
team? 

Keith: My favorite basketball team has 
to be the Baldwin Hill Spacemen. One of 
my teams, that I’m bringin’ out. I’m tryin’ 
to get one of my teams in the NBA, you 
know what I’m sayin’? 

J. Cox: Yeah, that’s killer. (\t doesn’t hit 
me until later, this is probably shit—but 
attempting to separate the myth from this 
man would be an exercise in futility.) 
How’s about football? 

Keith: | don’t really watch football that 
much. |’m not a real good football fan. 

J. Cox: Where did you get your sense 
of humor from? 

Keith: Probably myself, from when | was 
a little kid. | think in kindergarten | first 
started shooting spitballs. 

J. Cox: On some of your songs you 
make references to Nirvana, GWAR, 
Ozzy, and other white rock groups. Do 
you listen to any actually, and if so, 
which ones? 

Keith: Yeah, | listen to Jimi Hendrix. | lis- 
ten to a lot of Slave. Rage Against the 
Machine, now and then. 

J. Cox: Influences as a kid? 

Keith: My influence as a kid was James 
Brown, because he had a stage show. He 
would entertain people. | remember when 
| was little, | went to the Apollo. He put on 
one of the best shows in the world. And it 
stuck with me, from when | first saw 
James Brown do that show. 


J. Cox: Alright. Thanks, man. I'll send 
you a copy of the ‘zine. Oh yeah, | 
almost forgot. | know how it is, out on 
the road. You can never have too 
much porn. 


| brought him a Rocco Siffredi (Italian 
porn star with a 14 inch penis capable of 
having nonstop sex with dozens of 
women, all day long) tape for the tour 
bus. His road manager, Nap, and he, 
simultaneously were like, “cool.” 


Black Elvis w/ DJ Spooky 
Philadelphia - Theater of Living Arts 


August 30th 


DJ Spooky is opening up for Kool Keith 
this tour. Didn’t see much of him. Damn 
place has one stinkin’ bar. | had to keep 
leaving every five minutes and getting 
drinks across the street. But what | did see 
and hear was truly an onslaught of the 
loudest, ear ripping, record scratching | 
ever saw in my life. Just him and his 
turntables, wreckin’ the already packed to 
capacity crowd. Fully automatic service 
rifles, hand guns, small mortar explosions 
and the nearby roar of a CH-46 helicopter 
comprised the sonic blitzkrieg screeching 
out of the speakers. Throw in the fact that 
they were distorting beyond repair, and 
you really had some of the most unique, 
art-noise chaos I’ve ever heard. | have no 
idea what his records are like, but the live 
show was fucking sick. Catch him if you 
can, it’s serious. 


After waiting way too long, Black Elvis 
walks out to center stage. Wearing this 
plastic-combed-black-Elvis-hairpiece- 
thing, a blue cape, cheezy, fluorescent 
shades, and a Jamal Anderson jersey. He 

















































































































































































































looked nuts. Then came two more MC’s, a 
DJ and a fifth brother: some homie wear- 
ing a goalie’s mask and a Tra Thomas 
Eagle’s jersey. His job was to play cheer- 
leader, act insane and get the crowd 
going. He was alright, but it wasn’t enough 
for me. The reason | like rap is because of 
the rap. In this case, Kool Keith’s rap. | 
was hoping to hear him go off. There was- 
n't much of it. | understand you gotta have 
a second MC when playing live, but Keith 
had two, and one of them rapped more 
than he did. They were average at best, 
and a far cry from Keith. Between them 
cuttin’ in on his time and the short show, it 
just wasn’t enough Keith. 


He did two songs | never heard of, per- 
formed with adequate enthusiasm. Then 
he stepped it up a bit for “Sex Style,” “Blue 
Flowers,” and “Girl, 
Let Me Touch You,” 
displaying the aitti- 
tude that makes him 
great. For the latter, 
he and the Black 
Elvis Comittee 
pulled about 25 
young ladies from 
the crowd and start- 
ed sexing them up. 
The Assback, 2 Live 
Crew’s “the Buck” 
and the good ‘ol 
missionary, were 
just some of the 
dozens of positions 
emulated. 
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Meanwhile, Keith’s rappin’: 

“He never turned you around, showed 
you doggie style?/ 

We got some things in common, honey 
let’s talk awhile/ 

Did he lick you there, percolate your 
atmosphere?/ 

| got a mask at home, boots and some 
leather gear/ 

Girl, let me touch you there, | wanna feel 


” 


you. 


He did around five or six songs total, and 
nothing off the recent Dr. Dooom. |’m not 
even sure what the last song was, | was 
so surprised to see them exit the stage 35 
minutes later. | really felt they were just 
getting going. So basically, I’m saying it 
could’ve been better, but then again, with 
the exception of a handful of things in life 

these days, what 
: can’t you say that 
about? 


Kool Keith is one 
of the most 
unique, hilarious, 
greatest rappers 
ever. Do yourself 
a favor and get 
one of his records. 


Left: The author (on 
right) and Keith. 
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by Ed Mabe 


For those of you unfamiliar with 
Royal Trux, its time to wake-up 
and get your daily dose of what 
rock ‘n’ roll is really all about. 
Formed in the mid-80s after the 
demise of underground, noise- 
rock pioneers, Pussy Galore, the 
Trux have been twisting and 
turning their way through the 
record business like divine rock ‘n’ 
roll royalty yet undiscovered. 
Imagine early 70s Mick and Keith 
if Mick had been the woman he 
always wanted to be. Only in the 
case of Royal Trux you have the 
junkie-goddess (now clean) 
known as Jennifer Herrema 
prowling the stage with Jagger- 
like cockiness and her partner 
Neil Haggerty grinding raunchy 
guitar riffs from “Sticky Fingers”- 
era Stones. Without a doubt the 
Trux are true American originals 
and their story is one well worth 
telling. When they were recently 
in Philly to promote their new 
record, Veterans of Disorder, 

I got a chance to talk with 
Jennifer about the early days of 
the band, the experience of being 
on a major label, and meeting 


Keith Richards. 


EM: Tell me about the interview you 
did with Keith Richards. 

JH: It was in 1995 or 96 down in 
Memphis. Neil and | were supposed to 
interview him and do photos and stuff but 
at the last minute Neil decided he didn’t 
want to meet him. Keith was like the 
antithesis of his persona. He’s very, very 
short and like wiry, animated-wirey. And 
he was just very polite. A gentleman. His 
presence was very animated but it was a 
small presence. And then when he got on 
stage it was like fucking huge. It was fuck- 
ing phenomenal. | talked to him for a cou- 
ple of hours and we talked about Patti 
LaBelle and Sara Dash; just mostly about 
music. 

EM: | also read one time that you met 
Timothy Leary right before he died. 

JH: We went to his house to watch the 
Super Bowl. He had to take naps every 20 
minutes but he would come out and start 
spinning tales. The simplest of stories 
would suddenly turn into psychedelic 
events. 

EM: Did Leary give you any type of 
advice? 

JH: Yeah... we talked about our music; 
he was into it. He didn’t really give me any 
advice. There was a vibe, though... a 
major vibe. 

EM: How did you meet Neil? 

JH: Neil and | met my senior year in 
high school. He was playing in a band and 
(=) 01am Comme (oma --1- Yan | Oui Ko Wl 0-1-1 gm Co (0) (<0) 
shows, but I’d never seen anything like 
Neil. It was the way he played his guitar 
and the way he sang, I’d never seen any- 
thing like it. | just remember being very 
blown away by them. And | was very 
young so | didn’t know how to approach a 
Fi (r-Tale(=lannVitarelelm el-y] ale m= mere)an}e)(-i(- mm (e|(e)m 

EM: So you immediately had this 
amazing crush on Neil. 
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JH: Yeah... oh yeah. It was like boom... 
instant. It was just that quick. And then it 
was a series maneuverings so | could be 
at the right place at the right time so | 
could just watch him interact. One night 
people followed Neil back to this ware- 
house because he had a sheet of acid. | 
had gone for the purpose of seeing Neil, 
but also to do the acid. | ended up staying 
there for three days tripping my ass off. 
Me and Neil and my friend Holly ending up 
Jit] ate ime) alm daliom eley- Ine Mr-lale iim ol-\er-1pn\-mr- moja) (on 
It became a boat. So we could not get off 
the board or we would drown. We stayed 
(oy al (ar=l@efey=1com coll <-W-Mer-\var-lale -Mar-llavalale, 
we’ve been together ever since. 

EM: Neil was in Pussy Galore prior 
to Royal Trux. Is that right? 

JH: No... | finished up high school and 
he was my boyfriend. Then we moved into 
an old carriage house together for a year. 
But the whole year we lived at the carriage 
house in DC when we were doing a lot of 
acid and stuff, Neil and | got a couple of 
radio shows at Maryland University. It was 
never said that it was Royal Trux. It was 
just me and Neil. But it was some of the 
earliest songs we wrote as Royal Trux. 
We were doing that for a whole year when 
Pussy Galore called. We had songs writ- 
ten and we gave a couple of them to the 
band. There’s a couple of Royal Trux 
songs on the album. 

EM: So Royal Trux was a side thing 
and Neil was making money off Pussy 
Galore. 

JH: No... Royal Trux was his thing. He 
considered Pussy Galore his National 
Service. 

EM: Who were your early influences 
musically? 

JH: | grew up in southeast DC so | was 
definitely a minority being white. It was 
mostly like Parliament, Funkadelic, Chic, 
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Rick James, Mary Jane Girls. It was just a 
lot of funk and disco stuff. But | made a 
friend early on in 8th grade who lived 
uptown and she went to a big public school 
up there and she was good friends with the 
guys in Scream and Void, these Dischord 
bands. So | started going to watch them 
play and started seeing more and more 
shows like that. Then when | went over to 


9th grade all the seniors would have parties 


on the weekends where all the best weed 
and acid was, so | would be there all night 
long listening to the Dead and Led 
Zeppelin. 

EM: How about writers? Who influ- 
enced you? 

JH: My favorite writer in the whole world 
is Joan Didion. She wrote “The White 
Album” which is probably one of my favorite 
books. The way she writes is like there’s no 
waiting. period between her thoughts and 
the paper. 

EM: There’s a movie out now called 
The Source. Its a very good documen- 
tary about the Beat Generation. 

You guys seem to have a lot of Beat in 
your approach to music. Did you read 
any of those writers? 

JH: Yeah | definitely went through the 
Kerouac thing and William Burroughs. And 
with Burroughs it was like | read the books 
and then | never read it again. | couldn't 
even remember it. Still it meant something. 
It stood for something in my head and | 
remember just looking at the words and 
what they actually meant. 

EM: So you guys signed with a major 
label in the mid-90s. How did signing 
with Virgin Records come about? 

JH: We were with Drag City for our first 
few records. At some point our booking 
agent started getting calls from major 
labels. Virgin was one of them and they 
were actually the most tactful and tasteful. 


They weren't really pushing everything but 
they let it be known on many occasions 
that if we were ever interested they would 
like to talk with us. We went to Virgin and 
walked in and within 30 minutes they let it 
be known that they had to have us. And it 
was that genuine. So when we decided to 
come to the terms of the contract, once 
Neil and | decided what it was we were 
gonna ask for and what it was we had to 
have to make any kind of move like that. 
We knew we could go all the way because 
we just had that feeling that they were 
(ofe)alar- Meloni ew a\nlemtal=\ are l(0R 

EM: The first record for Virgin was 
Thank You which is my personal 
favorite Royal Trux record. 

JH: Yeah... Thank You has a certain 
kind of energy to it. Its funny because its 
such a studio album in its cleanness but it 
is not a studio album at all, its a live 
album. It was recorded as a live album. | 
was mic’d up through a PA and we played 
on a stage. Its a live album. 

EM: So how long did it take you to 
record it? 

JH: One day. We did three months of 
preproduction and rehearsal. And David 
13} a(e[efsim ( e)nele|U(ex-\ame)am alow u\exe) ce) LUI) amalUl ale} 
out and slept on the floor at our house for 
Ee Masrelaligue-lacem Vom [ecimel (om ia 

EM: How did working with David 
Briggs influence the music? 

JH: David influenced it by making it 
such a fucking great experience. Making it 
such an exciting way to work. He didn’t do 
anything physically; he didn’t engineer 
and he didn’t want to change us in any 
way so basically he was there as a father 
bile [UIx-wo)me- Meygt=\-1a\<r-(e (=) Mer-|nn- mm Comer=|| Malian] 
a “vibologist.” It was really quite amazing. 
And he was an amazing person. And his 
death happened so quick. 

EM: Do you ever think about bringing 





in somebody else to produce? Is there 
anybody you want to work with? 

JH: | don’t know... there are tons of pro- 
ducers it would be interesting to be 
around. But 50 percent of my enjoyment in 
making records is just fucking around in 
the studio. Just finding things. And you 
give up a lot with another producer. 
Hence, | love producing. Its a cerebral 
thing. 

EM: You and Neil have produced 
under the pseudonym of “Adam & 
Eve.” Who have you produced for? 
JH: Palace Brothers, The Make-up, 
Brother JT, Edith Frost. 

EM: After the release of Sweet 16 you 
guys left Virgin. What happened? 

JH: It started basically when David died. 
Virgin started scrambling to sell us on 
another producer. And that’s when the shit 
started. 

EM: So they didn’t want you to pro- 
duce your own records. 

JH: Oh no. And they certainly didn’t 
want us to buy and build a studio. That 
was very against their rules. We had that 
same manager from LA at that time and 
he was the liaison between our desires 
and the labels. He was really on our side 
but it was his job to carry the party line for 
the major label. Then there came a time 
when there was nothing more to talk 
Flolelejmmerom-milx-veMmial-munt-lar-le(-lmr-lalemel(omle 
ourselves. We hired a business manager 
who was just our accountant basically and 
we had them call up the record company 
and say “cut the checks.” 

EM: So you had total autonomy over 
everything. 

JH: Total. 

EM: That’s pretty ballsy. 

JH: Yeah... we figured, what the fuck? 
They had no choice. They sent us the 
checks and we built the studio. We didn't 
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ir-}| qucomtat-lane-l@r-11mel6lalale mtg(-m o)celelele((o)ame) | 
“Sweet 16.” 

EM: At that time did you tell the 
¢sYoro) ce Moxey it] eF-1s)Yar-) Le) 1m Ug L-mexe) pL) 0) 8 
behind your work on the Trilogy. 

JH: No, that was completely beyond 
them. We came to them with all sorts of 
marketing angles, “Exploit this or do 
that...” But they just didn’t get it. There 
NZ lommta) toamexe) | (=Ye(- Wu cole am cal lave me le)|aremmelamr-lare| 
we're “townie rock.” We're there for the 
“townies.” They definitely were functioning 
on an elitist level where they wanted to 
have mass recognition for us. At the same 
time they wanted to hold us in some pre- 
cious way so that their investment was not 
devalued. 
















































































































































































































































































EM: What was the concept behind 
the Trilogy? From reading about it | 
think people get the idea that with 
“Thank You” you were trying to make 
a record that sounded like the 60s, or 
on Sweet 16 the 70s, with Accelerator 
the 80s... 

JH: By no means are those records trib- 
utes to specific decades. If you hear the 
records, you immediately know they’re not 
tribute albums. It was fun to take the pro- 
duction techniques of that time and the 
equipment we chose, and the instrumen- 
tation we used. 

It was not trying to recreate something 
in a new way. It was more a function of 
taking what we liked about certain things. 

EM: Are you happy with what came 
out on the major label? 

JH: Yeah. Its funny man. We make 
records and then after we’re done with 
them | don’t listen to them for a while. 
Then when we do the master; generally 
you have to get things mixed 3 or 4 times 
















































































to get it right, after that its very infrequent- 
ly that I listen to anything of ours. The only 
record that | can say that’s not the truth 
about is Sweet 16. | still listen to that 
record a lot. | can’t put my finger on what 
it is. | think it’s this kind of distance to it in 
my mind. 

EM: Is “Sweet 16” your favorite Trux 
record then? 

JH: Well | like them all. But Sweet 76 is 
like another band playing Royal Trux 
music. 

EM: How did the new record, 
Veterans of Disorder differ from the 
past few Trux records? 

JH: It’s not all that different really. 
There’s a lot of Royal Trux influences in 
there. Its just a different cast of people. 

EM: A Jot of the songs on Veterans 
clock in at under three minutes. 

Was that a conscious decision? 

JH: That just happened. On Sweet 16 
no song was allowed to be under four min- 
utes. That was the rule. On Veterans of 


Disorder there was no general rule like 
that. When the first few songs were writ- 
ten, they just presented themselves that 
way. We weren't going to change how we 
wrote them. All these external variables 
come into play and define how the song 
ends up. 

EM: Do you listen to any particular 
music while you make a record? 

JH: | don’t listen to any music while we 
make a record. | listen to a lot of music 
before we make a record. 

EM: Do you write your songs in the 
studio? 

JH: No, we write all the songs before we 
even go into our own studio. It has to have 
a special meaning. It’s like people that 
work in their home find 
it difficult because it’s all 
one mind set. We’re 
really cautious about 
going ‘into the studio. Its 
in a different wing of the 
house and you have to 
go down a long hall to 
get to the studio. So we 
write all of our songs 
prior to plugging in the 
first guitar. As far as lyri- 
cally, we write it all out 
and then look it over 
and figure out what the 
Taksitaelant=vale-1t(e)a) is 
gonna be on it. From 
there we decide who 
we want to play. We 
make all these deci- 
sions before we go into 
the studio because 
once you're in, there’s 
so much that can be 
done you start second 
guessing your initial 
thoughts and game 
plan. | can go all over 
the map because it’s 
fun. But we like to come up with a plan 
and stick to it. Stay focused. 

EM: The new record (Veterans of 
Disorder) seems to come across very 
playful. 

JH: Yeah... Like when | wrote 
“Waterpark” it was literally a day after I'd 
been to the waterpark for three days in a 
row. 

EM: Do you read reviews? 

JH: Neil doesn’t read reviews. | do, but 
| shouldn't. 

EM: How have the reviews been for 
Veterans of Disorder? 

JH: All the ones that I’ve read have 
been positive. | know there was one that 
our press agent told me about. She said it 
was negative and when she read it to me 
| thought if | read that review | would want 
the record because it chastised us for 
playing serious solos and guitar rock in 
ilat= Wa aavele(=\aamr-\e [Mae] me =i (=(e](xe)a) (er- Bam Man Lor 
“Oh, fuck! I'd buy that record.” 
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WEB SITE REVIEW #3 


an online e-zine BE GO you to all pr 


It's that gothy time of year again! Gets 
dark outside early, it actually even smells 
good in the city for a change. Time again 
for digging out your favorite clothes, oh 
and how can we not mention, spiced 
wafers and spiked hot apple cider or a 
heavy venison roast dinner with endless 
glasses of cabernet. (Thanks Matt!) 


So what better a site to review than 
gothic.net. Your online e-zine to good 
gothness. 


This site just got a total new look, you’d 
never recognize it if you were familiar with 
the old hieroglyphics design vibe. Such 
great timing for this nice little review here, 
wouldn’t you say? Go—check it out. 


Speaking of time though, I’m short on it 
and could never begin to tell you every- 
thing it has to offer, so heres a light 
overview for you. 


First off, this sites’ editor, Darren 
McKeeman seems way cool. Hey Darren, 
cool how that you have the name of 
Samantha’s hubby on Bewitched, ya prob- 
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THIS MONTH: 


October madness -- this is our 
busiest month, and we have our 
yearly redesign finished. 
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ably get that a lot though huh? He also 
seems very on top of things, the editor, not 
the guy on Bewitched. He has been pub- 
lishing on time every month out of San 
Fran. with a new design every year with 
contributors | believe from all over, literally 
expanding gothic.net’s horizons. | know 

Allessandro Bavari 


2 (see cool pic next 
& page) is from 
rm Rome. Can | come 
visit? By the way, 
@ gothic.net’s two 
® year birthday was 
8 on Halloween, how 
cute and appropri- 
ate. 
Expect to find 


some of the most 
awesome postcards 
anywhere at this 


site, plus links including gothic gardening, 
cheesiest goth sites and my favorite, 
Theda’s Subversive 11 1/2 Inch Fashion 
Doll Page, reenacting scenes in the life of 
‘Bobbie’, ‘Ben’ and ‘Tipper’s political 
swayings, youth and subculture, media 
frenzies, oddities and criminal behaviors 
of all sorts. (See next page for samples.) 
Seems Theda likes to play with her dolls 
as much as | like my Sunshine Family 
from the 70’s which my mom threw out 
and | have since spent hundreds on eBay 
to replace. But that's another story and 
maybe the subject of ‘sun’ isn’t appropri- 
ate in this review anyhow. Also, Darren 
would like for me to mention that parody 
of Theda’s is protected under the First 
Amendment. Theda's site got threatened 
by a large company, and he gave her site 
a home because he knows the laws and 
would love to get sued. 
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Photo by Arthur Hickey 
Internet Addict Bobbie Composition by Theda 
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Bella by John Carey 
[oe] 
ca 
ic Thanks for letting me review your site, Darren. 
© Theda too! 
W 
ees All of these cool images are straight from this 

cool site. Go see for yourself! 

Bye! Kathy F 5 ea aemanine grim agian 
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THEDA’S SUBVERSIVE 
[l- 172” DOLL PACE 


SOME SAMPLES: 


Mafia Daughter Tipper: Has dark, 
permed hair, lots of gold jewelry and 
brand name clothes. Press the button on 
her back and she says (in New York 
accent) “Daddy, whack him!” 


FONTS FOR FREAKS!!! 


(CALLIN’ MY MAME BAAABY}) 


So many cool, wicked fonts 
to download, many for free. Go get em! 


BY THE Way, THE FONT YOUR READING NOW 
iS CALLED Manson 
FREAKY MATI. 


POSFEARD’S 


LITERALLY FROMM THE EDGE OF COOL MINDS 


Impress your friends and family, or send 
them to some wussy person you hate! 
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Giardino d'Infanzia by Allessandro Bavari 
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After Spin Minorpus emails, to the SABBATH and OZZY*sites for a 
photo pass and‘getting no‘reply, | figurfed_that-l’d-have break down and part 
with some doughmits:not everyday that the originaline-up of BLACK SAB- 
BATH comes to town. We: ‘got to the*box office and. | landed some 3” row 
seats for a little more than | Waswprepared to-spend, $59. A co-worker, Mike, 
traveled along to this fest with mé,-sold) his lawn ticket when he saw the 
prime spot | just landed and picked oné»up/as-well. stashed my 35mm 
camera down the front my pants as we headed in the gate. 


Photo pass? We don’t need no stinkin’ photo pass! 
We went directly to the 2" stage and just missed a band | was planning 


on checking out, SLIPKNOT. | have never heard these guys, but I’ve read 
good things about them. A very theatrical, industrial/metal mix. They were 












































































































































































































































signing autographs and joking with a 
few fans on the side of the stage, and 
while still in costume. 


| must say my hat is off to the peo- 
ple who designed the stages for 
OZZFEST. They give the illusion of 
being in an old dilapidated theater. 
Lots of maroon velvet curtains torn to 
shreds with a very gothic architecture 
to the stage framing. It was only a lit- 
tle after 12 and the main stage was 
an hour and a half away from starting 
up, SO we found some shade and 
hung around the 2” stage area. 


The next band up on this stage was) 
PUYA, a salsa flavored thrash outfit 
from somewhere south of the border. 
They weren't too bad, but then not good 
enough to hold our attention so we took a 
walk around the rest of the festival. 
OZZFEST was very “carnival” themed, a 
lot of games and plenty of food vendors. 
They also had other attractions like a 
mechanical bull and an autograph tent, 
mostly for the 2° stage bands. It’s too bad 
that the OZZFEST organizers couldn't find 
a better place to put on this show, consid- 
ering the wallet crippling cost of a 20 
ounce Icehouse, $7.00!! There are so 
many racetracks, etc. around here it’s too 
bad they couldn’t do something outside of 
Blockbuster Pavilion™. 


After passing on the brew line we head- 
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ed over for STATIC-X. They were a good 
act and had the swelling crowd pretty 
pumped. After a few songs we headed 
over to the main stage for HED PE. It was 
too early to try to use my camera in the 
main stage area since a security guy was 
planted right in front of us. HED PE had 
the whole hip-hop/metal thing going, 
which is getting pretty tired. Their DJ, who 
seemed very loaded, was a good distrac- 
tion. He looked like he was in his 40’s 
which was kindda strange, scratchin’ like a 
madman with his arms flying around, the 
whole turntable stand shaking and wob- 
bling. It was pretty funny when one of the 
guitar players kept spitting on the mam- 
moth security guard in front of him, oblivi- 















































































































































ous to the whole scene. | guess HED 
PE were pretty entertaining, in hind 
sight. 


SYSTEM OF A DOWN was up 
next so we kept it close to this stage. 
They happen to be another band I’ve 
heard a lot about but still haven't 
heard their music. They are a hard 
band to describe. Their sound seems 
to shift from the very quirky and stut- 
tering guitar rhythms to an onslaught 
of very heavy trash punctuated by the 
unusual vocal style of their singer. 
About midway thru their set he start- 
ed spewing an incoherent anti-gov- 
ernment rhetoric which left the entire 
audience slackjawed, which wasn’t 
that great a feat. That aside, they did 

kick some major ass. 


As soon as S.O.A.D. finished up we 
quickly made our way over to the 2™ stage 
for DRAIN S.T.H. to see if this all female 
band could cut the mustard on this male 
dominated tour. They played a very safe 
by-the-numbers set of metal that at times 
summoned the beast called grunge. The 
singer of this band has just married SAB- 
BATH’S TONY IOMMI so | guess it’s no 
mystery how they finagled their way onto 
this tour. After too much sun and a rather 
uninspiring set it was back to the shade of 
the pavilion. 


It was now time for the very hyped, 



















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































GODSMACK. | didn’t like anything I’ve 
heard from their disc and | walked away 
really disliking them. Their sound is a bla- 
tant plagiarism of ALICE 

IN CHAINS to such a 

degree that it’s 
laughable. There is 
really nothing that 
APPealS tO MC errr 
about these guys t : 
and the fact that 
they got here thru 
“big money” is really 
annoying. | hope that 
we won't be_ hearing 
much more of them once 
their album hits the used bin. 


We quickly legged it over to the 
food court and grabbed some not- 
too-overly-priced chow. A large fry 
and bra-less chicks on the mechani- 
cal bull is a dining experience that was 
enjoyed by all. 


For the remainder of the evening we 
stayed close to the main stage. PRIMUS 
was up next and | haven’t seen them in 
quite a while and was interested how this 
crowd would react to them. Each song 
was followed by a tolerant applause but it 
was apparent that the crowd was some- 
what bewildered by their non-metal 
sound. There would be bursts of enthusi- 
asm when they would 
play a “video hit” but it 
would simmer down 
after the connection 
was made. PRIMUS 
seemed to be watch- 
ing the clock as well 
as the audience dur- 
ing their lackluster 
set. 


SLAYER (pictured 
right) is a band that 
never interested me 
,and the thought that | 
had to sit thru them 
and DEFTONES was 
making me very fidg- 
ety. After the dullness 
of the PRIMUS set | 
was beginning to feel 
rocked out. Much to my surprise | really 
enjoyed their set. This was just what | 
needed, the crowd was on their feet and 
very much into the music. They seemed to 
come across much better live than on any 
of the albums that I’ve ever heard. | 
thought they were very tight and the 
newer material worked equally well. 
Towards the end of the set the audience 
was treated to a pair of strippers on the 
side of the stage, teasing the crowd with 
quick glimpses of their wares and giving 
the old “devil horns” hand gesture. When 
the girls dropped their tops it was like 










being on the set of JERRY SPRINGER as 
the 80 percent male crowd were punching 
the air and hooting. As the DEFTONES 
played we _ walked 
around the area, 
again, and took a 
seat when they 
were midset. They 
were just as | imag- 
ined, all their mate- 
rial plodded along 
sounding very 
generic, no sub- 
stance, no originality. 


It was now time for ROB 
ZOMBIE to hit the stage. | 
had seen clips of his stage 

show on tv and it looked great. It 
had been some time since I'd 
seen him and | really liked his latest 
album “Hellbilly Deluxe”. They did not 
disappoint. Their very theatrical set 
employed quite a few WHITE ZOMBIE 
tunes, more than what I’d expected. Tons 
of pyro and old horror b-movies ran in the 
background. but he seemed a little dis- 
turbed. At the beginning of his set 2 mid- 
dle aged guys planted themselves right up 
front by the security guards. They looked 
out of place in their “street clothes”, | 
thought they were undercover cops. About 
midway thru the set ROB began making 
comments about them (“You guys are so 


























cool, you must really like to rock, you 
haven't missed a show,” etc.). It seems 
that they had been following the tour and 
in-between comments they would get a 
shower of spit from ROB and other band 
mates. The security also caught most of 
this as the bass player had a hollow, clear 
body bass that was filled with a blood-like 
substance. During one particular number 
he would lift the bass over his head, 
unplug the bottom, fill his mouth and spray 
them. Their clean white security shirts 
were completely spotted with fake blood. 
As they had to keep focused on the crowd 


they never knew when it was going to hit. 
Needless to say they weren’t pleased. 


Finally the time arrived for BLACK SAB- 
BATH to hit the stage. The crowd rushed 
the whole front area and the security was 
pretty much overwhelmed. They escorted 
a good number of people out of our sec- 
tion when more than one fight broke out 
but it remained packed. SABBATH kicked 
off their set with “War Pigs” to the crowds 
wild approval. It was a well constructed 
set list and | think they covered every 
album nicely with the exception of their 
last album with this original line-up, Never 
Say Die. OZZY had a little trouble when 
he got too far away from his TelePrompter 
during one of my fave SAB numbers, 
“After Forever” and quickly beelined it 
back to center stage to continue the song, 
much to the enjoyment of guitarist TONY 
IOMMI. OZZY seemed to be less agile 
than he did when | saw him in ’91. He 
would only do half the amount of the cat- 
like jumps he used to and he generally 
had a vacant stare that looked as though 
Alzheimer’s was setting in. He spent most 
of his downtime telling people to “Go fuck- 
ing crazy”, tossing buckets of water and 
spraying everyone in the front with hoses. 
At one particular point, an overzealous fan 
jumped onstage and gave him a bearhug 
and was quickly escorted off. It turns out 
that OZZY required some medical atten- 

tion for bruised ribs 
after the show and 
management was 
considering resched- 
uling a couple of 
dates, which was 
quickly vetoed by the 
OZZ. As for the other 
members, they 
looked like they were 
holding up just fine. 
Judging from his per- 
formance, BILL 
WARD seemed to 
have recovered fully 
from his heart attack 
last year. Old rockers 
never say die. 


P | was sur- 
prised by the addi- 
tion of “Dirty Women” from the commer- 
cially overlooked “Technical Ecstasy” 
album. Not one of my favorite songs but it 
was a nice treat in the standard SABBATH 
set. As the band came out for an encore 
we made our way to the lawn section in 
the back of the pavilion to get the jump on 
some of the traffic. As good as “Paranoid” 
sounded | couldn't stop thinking about the 
early wake-up the next day and longed for 
my bed, but then | guess so did OZZY. 


-Frank Reese 
-Photos by Frank also 
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EXNUMED FILMS PRESENTS 


OVER 1,700 FILMS con NORROR * SCIFNCF FICTION * SLEAZE * HONG 
KONG ACTION ¢ GIAITO ¢ ART ¢ SPACIECTT! WESTERN ¢ PUNK ¢ 


PUL: Gen Cee * ASIAN c AMERICAN FILMS c con FAST a nt : = S Oo Cc : a i : Cc Oo mM 


FRIENDLY SERVICE musica di GOBLIN reqia di JOSFPI A. GERVASI 


FOR A FULL CATALOG SEND $1 OR 3 STAMPS OR 3 IRC (OUTSIDE 
U.S.) TO: JOSEPH A. GERVASI, 142 FRANKFORD AVENUE, free email, message boards 
BLACKWOOD, NEW JERSEY 08012-3723, U.S.A. and non-community. 
E-MAIL: jag666@erols.com 





































































































































































































[DTOWN 


AN ATLANTA FESTIVAL 


DAY 1: Morning 


We arrived at the festival on the 1°, missing Fridays line-up 
but were in for a great 2 days of an extremely eclectic and 
hectic schedule, to say the least. Any festival that would fea- 
ture IGGY POP, ISSAC HAYES. KID ROCK, PETER FRAMP- 
TON, WILLIE NELSON, XAVIER CUGAT ORCHESTRA, 
HOLE, etc., etc., would be something that we had to see. The 
strange thing about a festival of this size (it covers 15 blocks 
of downtown Atlanta) was that the audience wasn’t as bizarre 
a mix as | expected. Sure there were small groups of stoners 
with families for the 70’s bands and the little kids really 
packed in when B*WITCHED hit the stage, but for the most 
part it was your average festival crowd. Well, the 30-some- 
thing girls screaming over RICK SPRINGFIELD was rather 
odd, more on that later. 


We began our 1* day off waiting for no-show DENEY TER- 
RIO (host of the ‘70’s tv program, “DANCE FEVER’). 
Apparently he did show about 2 hours later & was asked to 
leave, as one security guy told us later. No other details but 
maybe it’s better that way. | liked the idea of imagining him up 
all night at some “BOOGIE NIGHTS” type party, wasted 
beyond belief. Colleen was disappointed that she couldn't 
participate in the dance contest he was hosting. 


Hoping that this would be the only disruption in our enter- 
tainment schedule, we moved to the 96 ROCK stage for THE 
NEW IMMORTALS. Obviously they were behind schedule 
because it was chaos on stage. People were running around 
trying to get them on in a hurry, when suddenly the announc- 
er shouted, “Let’s hear it for STAIN!”. What the hell? We 
looked at each other and asked “Is that for us?”. As it turns 
out, the band canceled and were replaced by the band 
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“STAIND” (pictured below), who were a 
rather annoying mix of everything we both 
hate about this KORN/LIMP BIZKIT thing. 


Since ROBIN TROWER was going to 
take the stage next we just kindda hung 
around the area. It’s been many moons 
since I’ve heard any thing by him and he 
was doing pretty much what | figured, 
classic-type HENDRIX blues rock. | used 
to love the Bridge of Sighs and In City 
Dreams albums, or rather 8- 
tracks. The band was very 
tight and sounded great until 
they would launch into those 
unnecessary extended jams. 
Feeling a little bad about hav- 
ing Colleen sit thru this, we 
cut it short and walked the 
festival for a bit. There were 
the usual vendors you would 
expect at a rock festival. 
There were some local artists 
showing their wares at a few 
tents and Colleen was tempt- 
ed to buy some paintings but 
decided she could 
decoupage Elvis as good as 
the next guy and declined. It 
seemed that every non-profit 
organization imaginable had a stand set 
up, so as Colleen checked out an animal 
rights volunteer stand | walked around. | 
met her later at the Z93 stage, bopping to 
a New Orleans Zydeco band called SOUP. 
We mutually decided it was break time, 
and we headed back to the hotel to find 
some dinner. 


sé 



























































Evening 


We got back to the grounds with plenty 
of time to spare, but didn’t anticipate the 
multitude of people arriving in the late 
afternoon for the evening’s headliners. 
Due to the overflow of people in our way, 
we arrived too late to get any pictures of 
KID ROCK. We accepted the fact that nei- 
ther one of us had the strength to part the 





sea of moshing masses to get to the 
stage, so we parked it and watched the 
show. | thought that he was good, very 
energetic and displayed a knack for 
reworking that old school sound. It was 
rather hard to focus on the band because 
little JOE C. was so great to watch. 



























































































































































Now the RICK SPRINGFIELD experi- 
ence. All along the front of the stage, 
maybe about 2-3 people deep was this 
wall of RICK SPRINGFIELD fan club 
members. They were holding album 
sleeves and banners; it was really 
strange. Shades of the DAVID CASSIDY 
performance | attended in ’91, to say the 
least. Agood number of these girls... er 
women wore these R.S. fan club badges, 
tour shirts from the 80’s and other RICK 
memorabilia. As for RICK, he 
certainly had the audience in 
the palm of his hands. What 
really surprised me was that 
he was an extremely enthusi- 
astic performer and not a bad 
guitar player either. At the end 
of one particular song he 
pounded his guitar strings with 
a bouquet of roses, sending 
the petals flying into the air 
and consequently his fan club 
into a frenzy. | didn’t expect to 
know much of his material but 
| knew nearly every song. 
Thanks, MTV. 


It was time to head back to 
the FOX 5 “disco” stage for 
some MUSIQUE. All that either of us 
remembered about them was the song “In 
the Bush’, and their performance con- 
firmed that that was their only hit. They did 
a set of classic disco songs, many in med- 
ley form, to a slowly motivated crowd. By 
the end of the show most of the crowd had 
dusted off their platforms and began to 


boogie in a somewhat inebriated state. 


The place was getting really packed 
and we began to plan our schedule more 
carefully. We only got to see a little of THE 
TRAMMPS, but since they were running a 
tad late we never got to hear “Disco 
Inferno”. We began making our way down 
to the 96 ROCK stage to hear some 
GEORGE THOROGOOD. Figuring it 
would be too much of a hassle to venture 
into the crowd, we decided to kick back on 
the curb with a couple of Budweisers, the 
sponsors of the show and the only brew in 
the house, (What? No Heineken?!) UGH. 
It only took a few numbers of Lonesome 
George before we decided to “move it on 
over” to the 99X stage. 


| really wasn’t interested in seeing 
EVERCLEAR but we figured we'd better 
get going in that general direction to catch 
this evening’s headliner, IGGY POP, in 
time to get ourselves backstage. (We 
learned our lesson with KID ROCK). Here 
we found ourselves with a serious dilem- 
ma. There was only a 15 minute differ- 
ence in the starting times between IGGY 
and PETER FRAMPTON. Although we've 
never seen FRAMPTON, “Alive,” we did 
see IGGY before and we couldn't justify 
not seeing him again. 


He came bounding out onto the stage clad 
only in a pair of patent leather pants with 
the energy of a man half his age and pro- 
ceeded to kick into a great set. “TV Eye,” 
“No Fun,” “Search and Destroy,” 1969,” 
“Raw Power,” there was no letting up, he 
was just fantastic. Most of the crowd 
was in your 18-24 “alternative radio” 
demographic range and knew 

only the stuff like “Lust for Life,” 

so we were surprised that the 

crowd really didn’t thin out 

during his performance of 

mostly non-hits. We left the 

festival sweat soaked, 

sore feet and very sat- ; 
isfied. ade ey 


DAY 2: Morning 


It was a little rough getting 
motivated today, and I’m 
usually up at the crack of 
dawn, so | knew it was e 
going to be hard getting 
Colleen the night owl 
rolling. Luckily, the 1° aie 
group that we want- : ;, 
ed to photograph 
today was 
B*WITCHED, 
the teenaged 
girl hip-hop act 
from Ireland. 

They didn’t hit 


a 





the stage until 
1:30. We were 
quickly shuffled off 
because there 
was to be no pho- 
tos taken of the 
girls in front of the 
stage. When they 
came out | took 
my little 35mm 
and snapped a 
few shots from the 
crowd and it was- 
n't easy, what with 
all the kids on top 
of their parents 
shoulders, but it 
did make for some 
good photos. 


After hearing 
Bawa Gi hie 
karaoke to one too many songs we were 
off for some BUCKCHERRY. This hard 
rockin’ band of the moment plowed their 
way thru a set of G’N’R/CULT flavored 
material that at times also brought to mind 
THE BLACK CROWES, but you probably 
already know that. It seemed like every- 
time you turned on the radio you would 
hear “All Lit Up”. Coincidentally we were 
not allowed to photograph them 

either. Only press from their label 
were allowed to shoot, which 
was 1 person. Colleen got an 






















































attitude with their attitude, and 
predicted that their shelf life 
would last as long as 
FASTER PUSSYCAT. After 
for a short but well 
deserved nap. 





Evening 


BERLIN was next on 
our list, and the 99X 


ne stage was where we 


camped out for the rest 
of the night. | was quite 
interested in how the 
band would pull this one 
off. The band is fronted 
by it’s only original mem- 
ber, TERRI NUNN, so it 
could go either way. 


They wasted no time going 

j thru the hits and their only 
problem occurred when 
they took a stab at one of 
their new songs. It seems 
that TERRI forgot where to 
come in and it kind of fell 
apart from there. After an 
awkward silence of about a 
half a minute they picked 

it up and did a good job 

of repairing the set. 





their set it was back to hotel’ 


My only complaint was 
the inevitable revamp- 
ing of their early mate- 
rial with that dreaded 
NIN guitar sound. 
Everything does not go 
together with TRENT, 
let alone 80’s new 
wave. 


All | could think of 
during the set of our 
next act, BIG BAD 
VOODOO DADDY 
was, what are these 
guys going to do when 
this swing thing goes 
belly up. Sure they 
were a good live band 
but it already looks 
grim for these be-bop- 
pers. | think they’ll be 
in that where-are-they-now file faster than 
you can say COUNT BASSIE, who's 
orchestra was also in attendance today. | 
guess they better get used to the festival 
circuit. 


Now was the grand finale, the long 
awaited headliners, HOLE. | knew we 
would have problems with them as far as 
photos go, so when the backstage director 
gathered us together | wasn’t surprised. At 
most big shows you are allowed to photo 
the 1“ three songs only. It seems that 
COURTNEY said there were too many 
photographers, so we had to split into 
groups of three, each group going in for 
one song only. Anyone who even tried to 
photograph any member of the band 
backstage would have their camera taken 
away and smashed, per Madame LOVE. 
Video crews were not allowed at all. All | 
wanted to know was what was the big 
deal, there wasn’t this big secret stage 
show or anything spectacular. | guess it 
happened because she could. | would've 
been content to listen to the ALICE 
COOPER greatest hits cd they piped in 
before their set. 


As |’m looking over this review it’s rather 
funny that it seems like it wasn’t the great- 
est time, since there are not a lot of favor- 
able comments. Nothing could be further 
from the truth, we had a really great time. 
The people at the festival did everything 
possible to make it enjoyable and the 
crowd for the most part was pretty well 
behaved. | guess that there’s a lot to be 
said about the atmosphere of an efficient- 
ly run festival, or maybe festivals are a lit- 
tle more memorable when they’re catered 
to more than one generation’s taste in 
music. Either way we look forward to what 
the Midtown Musicfest brings next year!! 


Frank Reese 
Photos by Colleen Reese 
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Big Sandy 
alids Wiles ay kT te Boys 


@ The Five Spot 5, Philadelphia 


In an era where swing, rockabilly, roots 
rock etc. are dictated by Gap ads and 
such Franken-swinger/failed ska bands as 
Big Bad Voodoo Daddies, it is a pure 
pleasure to pick up the local gossip that a 
band like Big Sandy is coming into town. 


Unfortunately, with every great pleas- 
ure, there must also be some pain. 


The Five Spot was that pain. 
The Downside: 


Obviously the majority of you 
gentle readers in Philadelphia are 
aware of the positive horror a 
“trendy” night spot can bring on so 
no need to dwell on it here. 


$$$ High points for my visit: $$$ 


*No advance ticket sales 

*“Come for supper stay for the 
show.. no cover = stay for Ragu 
sauce and four anemic mush- 
rooms for $15 minimum a person 
(4 person minimum at our table) and 
save the $10 ticket cost for the show! 

*Making the band wait an hour and a half 
to go on simply because the room had- 
n't filled up (which could have been 
avoided by ADVANCE ticket sales..see 
above) 

“That ever pervading New York servant 
attitude towards paying customers 


The Upside: 


WHAT’S NOT TO LOVE ABOUT BIG 
SANDY!!! 


As a member of the devoted following of 
this group and an (dare | say it..) aficiona- 
do of some of the greatest of the American 
music styles, | have been enjoying and 


pontificating the merits of Big Sandy and 
His Fly-Rite Boys for quite some time. 


In my opinion, this is probably the 
purest distillation of swing that you will 
ever see in a live band (sorry Brian). The 
Fly-Rites will take you back to an era of 
pure fun and musicality that no person 








under fifty ever had a chance of seeing 
live. 


Make no mistake, this is not a tribute 
style group or another ska band turned 
swing group trying to make a few bucks 
trying to do Glenn Miller meets Kiss.. 
these are outstanding musicians that are 
obviously big fans of the music and it’s 
pioneers. No throw away parts or knock 
off licks in this batch. Pick up the latest 
addition to the catalog Radio Favorites 
and if these six little gems don’t do it for 
you.. then you may already be dead. (Lord 
knows these guys may be joining you with 
the tour schedule they are on.) 


That's right NASCAR fans, swinging 
pedal steel, a driving bass, some serious 


“take-off” guitar, that swinging drum sound 
and a hammerin’ piano.. add some of the 
smoothest vocals to come around in a 
long time and you have an idea of what 
this young (and possibly soused) journal- 
ist was experiencing in a dimly lit cave in 
overpriced drink territory.. that special kind 
of tight playing and driving swing that 
makes you forget your 200+ dollar 
tab and groove in a musical time 
capsule. 


Nuff said.. get out and buy 
some of their stuff. 


And if you are ever in the 5, 
ask for Lauren and call her 
honey.. she is sure to take good 
care of you.. 


The Usual Suspects: 

Big Sandy and His Fly-Rite Boys 
Big Sandy - vocals/guitar 

Wally Hersom - bass 

Carl “Sonny” Leyland - piano 
Bobby Trimble - drums 


Ashley Kingman - guitar 
Lee Jeffries - steel guitar 


Come See Them: 
http://bigsandy.net/ 
www.hightone.com 


Buy These: 

Jumpin’ from 6 to 6 HCD 8053 

Swingin’ West HCD 8064 

Feelin’ Kinda Lucky HCD 8083 
Presents.. The Fly-Rite Boys HCD 8090 
Dedicated to You HCD 8092 

Radio Favorites HMG501/HT501 


Skip Out On The Bill Here: 


The Five Spot 

5 South Bank Street 
Philadelphia, PA 215-574-0070 
www.thefivespot.com 





Blank 77 CBH 
[Radical] 


Blank 77 are back with their third 
release of Brit-punk inspired Mayhem. If 
you bought the last one, Tanked and 
Pogoed, you know what you're in for. 
Crazed old punk rock with a limey edge, 
but this time with a few off-kiltered songs 
that seem to break up the blitzkrieg, but 
sometimes don't fit in the mix. Fun, crazy 
punk rock for the spiky haired crew. This 
one comes with a fun cover of two punk 
chicklettes making out. P.S. | still like Killer 
Blanks the best though. mw 


Blue Meanies Kiss Your Ass Goodbye 
[Asian Man] 


California’s Asian Man Records has re- 
released this first album by the Blue 
Meanies, originally released on Fuse 
Records. Besides being the name of a 
messed up Wraslin’ tag team duo, The 
Meanies, if you’re unfamiliar, are a ska- 
punkskank type thing. Definitely a cut 
above others who perform similarly fla- 
vored music. This album puts me in a 
mind of a long, tanked, swirly night in a 
beer garden somewhere. Their music 
stomps, hollars and rushes forward, much 
like a drunkard in a beer garden. They fea- 
ture a killer B-3 organ player, Chaz Linde, 
and a great horn section which is com- 
posed of John Paul Camp III on tenor and 
baritone sax and Jimmy Flame on trumpet 
and trombone. You have to check out the 
song “Polka in the Eye.” These guys have 
their shit down. Also recommend is the 
live album they released two years ago 
titled LiveLiveLive. sa 


Breakdown Plus Minus 
[Eyeball] 


First heard these guys years back on 
the new York city hard-core The Way It Is 
Comp. Their single track stood out as one 
of the hardest hitting tracks on the comp. 
This band is one of the few that put the 
HARD in NY hard-core along with AF, 
Antidote, Cromags, and S.O.1.A. These 
guys are back with a full length cd of hard 
hitting hard-core that’s off the streets of 
NYC classic old school hard core that hits 
ya in the head like an unexpected sucker 
punch. All this fun plus a Bad Brains cover 
to boot! mw 


Chrome Locust self titled 
[Tee Pee/MIA] 


This is Todd Youth’s latest band. After 
Todd Youth left Murphy's Law, | caught him 
playing with The Waldos and later found 
out he had joined D-Generation. So when 
| picked up this album, | was expecting 
more of a glam punk rock album. Boy was 
| surprised! This sucker starts off with an 
intro that combines the classic intro that 
has a feel of old Bad Brains and Cromags 
combined. From there it jumps in to what 
can only be considered a hardcore punk 
approach of what Black Sabbath used to 
do very well. Some of the songs you swear 
you've heard before even though you 
know you haven't. Great introspective 
lyrics and tight musicianship for a three 
piece band. If you like Fu Manchu, Electric 
Frankenstein, old Murphy’s Law or even 
the MC5, you should dig this. mw 


Electric Frankenstein How To Make A 
Monster 
[Victory] 


I'd like to give big props up to Victory 
Records for pickin’ up and puttin’ out 
Electric Frankenstein, a band that doesn’t 
fit into their roster of metal-core bands. 
EF’s new album is another punk rock ‘n’ 
roll dandy! EF is back with a new album 
and their original singer Steve Miller, who 
is the perfect fit for the band. The other 
singers may have been good but without 
Steve Miller, these efforts sounded more 
like demos of what should have been. 
Steve Millers’ vocals are the extra added 
ingredient that kicks the shit over the 
edge. What you have here is an album 
that combines the sonic attack of the 
Dead Boys, AC/DC’s ballsy bluster, and a 
touch of Rocket From The Crypt. A great 
rocking band that would blow away 99% 
of the crap on MTV or your mainstream 
radio stations. A band like this needs to be 
heard. mw 


Famous Monsters self titled 
[Estrus] 


It's a great gimmick, | love the color 
coded monsters with hair to match, but 
this cd is a real stinker. Not just my opin- 
ion alone, but the opinion of the 3 other 
people listening to it with me. | love gim- 
mick bands, theirs being 3 monsters; She- 


zilla (green), Vampire Girl (black), Devilina 
(red, who is also the girl bass player for 
White Zombie). It’s just hard to believe 
Devilina (Sean Yseult) would come up 
with a shoddy cd like this. 


The music is repetitious, once you’ve 
heard the first 4 measures, you pretty 
much have the whole song. Once you've 
heard one song, you pretty much have the 
whole album, with the exception of the last 
track. But I'll let that be a surprise for you. 


It's bad surf rock. The changes are the 
same, each with a 4-hold followed with a 
bad shrill scream or phrase repeated 
over and over making you cringe each 
time. The playing is amateurish with no 
hint of improving, kind of like your 8 year 
old nieces talent recital. Again, | love gim- 
mick bands (especially all-girl) doing it for 
fun, dressing all crazy, making the audi- 
ence participate, but their music makes 
me feel embarrassed for them. | can tell 
by the live tracks on the album, they put 
on a squealin’ great show, | just don't 
think the same allure comes off on their 
cd. Maybe | don't get it. Maybe | have to 
see one of their live shows rather than 
just listen to them. Sure it’s not a serious 
band, but it’s hard to listen to. Hey wow, | 
think | get it now; scary monsters, scary 
music. dp 


Fu Manchu Eatin’ Dust 
[Man’s Ruin Records] 


Fu Manchu is back with a bong packed 
full of fuzzed-out stoner rock. This one 
starts out with Blue Oyster Cult’s classic 
“Godzilla.” It’s a bit slower and a bit heav- 
ier, but really good. The rest of the album 
continues where the last album left off, in 
a cloud of mind tripping, head crunching 
riffige. At times this album will make the 
listener feel like he’s entered a slow 
motion other dimension. And that’s a good 
thing. mw 


Gene Loves Jezebel Voodoo Dollies 
[Beggars Banquet] 


Gene Loves Jezebel is more likely to 
strike a nerve with gothic punks celebrat- 
ing between the years of 1984 to ‘87. Lots 
of black eye liner, shredded thrift store 
clothing, AquaNet® and damaged, over- 
teased hair in “black azure” and bleach 
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white... Michael and Jay Aston, Welsh twin 
brothers had all that and the right timing. 
Their band Gene Loves Jezebel caused a 
stir in England in 1982, just about the 
same time punk rock started to ease its 
way into rotation in US dance clubs, most- 
ly the gay, underground and/or drug infest- 
ed ones. New Order, Love and Rockets, 
The Cult, Lords of the New Church and 
Gene Loves Jezebel would always fill the 
dance floor in a wave. It was a different 
sound than disco or rock, and you could 
dance to it. It was the alternative to top 40 
music. Punk rock, new wave, under- 
ground, whatever you may call it, it wasn’t 
as accessible as Bryan Adams or Sister 
Sledge. A lot of its audience was just 
slightly under the drinking age which 


4 ae. 


photo credit: Pat Graham and Cynthia Connolly 










































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Jezebel will always mark a spot in my 
heart. dp 


1.C.U. Mad Truth 
[Radical] 


Boy, this sucks. Intensive Care Unit dis- 
play blase melodies that are played in an 
amateurish manner, augmented by an 
extremely annoying singer. These are 
songs you can’t wait to be over. Singer 
guitarist Pee Wee Masco’s lyrics are even 
more painful to experience than the musi- 
cianship offered, ie: My day is sorrow a 
distant dream/At night tomorrow/Ain’t 
what it seems. The band has enlisted the 
help of a big producer and a popular 













































































































































































































































































made these bands play small venues, 
parks or all-age clubs. It was just a matter 
of time until MTV wanted a little piece ($) 
of the action, which leads me to my opin- 
ion of this new release. 


Basically, this album is the best of Gene 
Love Jezebel. It's music from a certain 
time, with a certain sound. GLJ signature 
sound is filled with banshee wails and 
Indo-guitar playing similar to Peter Murphy 
or The Mission UK. | loved them in the 
height of their popularity. They withstood 
some rocky moments throughout their 
career. | saw them play live a number of 
times, each show a colorful theatrical dis- 
play. So unless you are familiar with this 
band and their style, this cd might come 
off as a little dated. But to me, Gene Loves 






































comic book artist in a vain attempt to pol- 
ish a turd. It’s just bad though. sa 


Labyrinth Timeless Crime ep 
{Metal Blade] 


This six piece, Italian metal outfit poss- 
es an hilarious appearance. It’s something 
like trench coat mafia emo metal. Despite 
the physical attributes like full length 
leather coats, puffy shirts, black velvet, 
silk and goatees, these medieval rock 
guys can play! Triple time drumming and 
classic electric guitar hammer on virtu- 
osos give way to the shrill and dramatic 
singing and of course, hyper speed piano 
and (synthesized?) harpsichord. 


The playing is precise with a lot of stops 
and change ups. The soloing is pretty 
expressive. The cover art and lyrics bor- 
der on the unforgivable, but we'll overlook 
these minor details this time as these guys 
are definitely worth giving a listen to. sa 


Lungfish The Unanimous Hour 
[Dischord] 


Lungfish turn 10 years old this year. The 
original configuration remains 3/4 intact 
featuring another bass player on this 
album. Dan Higgs, Asa Osborne, and 
Mitchell Feldstein are joined this time 
around by the competent Nathan Bell. The 
musicians still provide an excellent frame- 

work for Daniel to expel verse 
drenched in references to geometry, 
astronomy, geography and biology. 
Biology appearing to be the domi- 
nant inspiration for lyrics on this 
release. 


In addition to tinkering with the 
lineup, they tinker with effects and 
approaches in the studio this time. In 
“Hallucination” Higgs voice is mim- 
icked in the background through 
some sort of a wavy pitch transpos- 
er. The album’s 1st track “Space 
Orgy” is performed with a less com- 
fortable repetition than usual, giving 
way to the white noise that sounds in 
the beautiful, more relaxed instru- 
mental “Web of Mirrors”. The engi- 
neering credit goes to Don Zientara, 
while the mixing was performed by 
Lungfish and lan Mackaye. 


The voyage continues. The poetry of 
Daniel and the hypnotic guitar work of Asa 
Osbourne remain unfettered and | can 
only hope for 10 more years of intensity 
from this band who awoke the minds of 
East coast show goers throughout the 
‘90s. Look for isolated shows for now with 
promise of an extensive tour in the fall of 
2001. sa 


The Mopes Accident Waiting to Happen 
[Lookout!] 


This band is comprised of members of 
The Queers, Squirtgun, Screeching 
Weasel, Common Rider, etc. Naturally, 
being a fan of all the above mentioned 
acts, I’m digging this album which was 





produced by the man with the magic 
touch, Mass Giorgini. Mass even shows 
up as the bass player on a couple tracks 
which is understandable given the collec- 
tive mileage invested by the Mopes to get 
this record in the can. The songs are pure 
guitar driven pop and seem to mostly be 
love songs. Hey even love songs can be 
inspiring. The four Mopes have logged in 
hundreds of hours in the cutting rooms in 
the past, which accounts for the high level 
of musicianship and accuracy displayed 
here. Their talents hang on infectious 
hooks and choruses which 

make the tunes very memo- 

rable. sa 





Naked Raygun 
Huge Bigness 
(Best of Collection 
1980-1992) 
[Quarterstick] 


























Here’s a blast from the 
past and a welcome one at 
that, Naked Raygun has a 
best of cd from 1980-1992. 
One of the great Midwest 
hardcore outfits of the 80’s, | 
still remember buying Throb 
Throb at 3rd Street Music in 
Philly. You get three cuts 
from that album plus two or three from the 
other albums. Great punk rock hardcore 
with sing along choruses and lots of 
whoos. (A total 80’s hardcore thing back 
then.) If you can’t find the albums or cds, 
this one will fill the void just fine. P.S. | still 
suggest going out and finding Throb 
Throb, a great pick me up when your libido 
is low. mw 


The Neckbones 
The Lights Are Getting Dim 
[Fat Possum] 


When you see a young band covering a 
T Model Ford tune, you just have to take a 
closer listen. Besides breathing new, 
smoking life into label mate, T Model’s 
“Nobody Gets Me Down,” these dudes 
offer 13 more power soaked blues rock 
tracks on this sophomore F.P. (the all digi- 
pack label) release. Comparisons to the 
New York Dolls are not unfounded. The 
guitars/vocals do give’ off that 
Johanson/Thunders raw quality, and a 
honky tonk piano as on “Possum Breath” 





doesn't detract from the equation. The 
Mississippi four piece doesn’t mimmick 
the Dolls though. This is more country 
blues, an honest and original sounding 
band. Tracks like “Cardiac Suture” and 
“Goodbye Ramona” make you yell ‘fuck 
yeah!’ And after all this loud rockin’ the 
‘Bones bring you down easy with the 
album ender, the acoustic ballad “Red 
Wagon’ a beautiful song. If anything, this 
record is 10% more raunchy than its pred- 
ecessor Souls on Fire, and that ain’t a bad 
thing. sa 









































































































































































































































































































































New Bomb Turks 
The Big Combo Singles 1994-98 
[Dropkick] 


New Bomb Turks have a compilation of 
singles and live snippets form 1994-1998. 
What you get here is what the New Bomb 
Turks do best, great blast of garagey punk 
with a touch of what | can only describe as 
a 50’s-ish underground feel. Fast cars, 
fights, debauchery all come to mind when 
listening to this cd. A great little comp to 
get you introduced to a really cool band. 
mw 


The Resonars Bright and Dark 
[Get Hip] 


Somewhere between The Monkeys and 
The Ruttles, lies the pure pop psychedelia 
of Tucson’s The Resonars. This isn’t corny 
or funny or stupid however. These are 
love songs, pop songs. This is definitely 
going to be one of the higher end 4-track 
recorded albums you're ever going to 


come across. It’s a beautiful production 
approach that lends itself to the twangy 
guitars and sugar sweet vocal harmoniz- 
ing. It is also more true to this genre to 
record with the limited capabilities that 
were available when this type of music 
was first produced. After all it is difficult to 
not tag them retro. These are perfect little 
songs that capture a more honest period 
in rock’s evolution. sa 


Seven Seconds Good To Go 
[Side One Dummy LA] 


There was a time when 
every little straight edger who 
had an x on their hand wor- 
shipped Minor Threat and 
this band, Seven Seconds. 
But as time went by they 
slowly veered off into a mel- 
low, more pop side with a 
heavy U2 influence. These 
albums were a little self- 
indulgent and kind of boring. 
But hey their back kids and to 
quote Seven Seconds, the 
albums nothin but fast songs. 
Yeah he’s right this album is 
like The Crew, or Walk 
Together, Rock Together, 
with those zooming bass 
lines and plenty of back up whoos to keep 
people happy. New kids who like H20, 
should check out where the originators of 
this sound came from. mw 















































































































































The Splash 4 Shame Shame Shame 
10”/cdep 
[Dionysus] 


These four French punkers are loud & 
sloppy, but way fucking better than the last 
seven or eight stink bombs we listened to, 
so bland and crappy they were unreview- 
able. This great release, in 10” vinyl or cd 
has seven full on rockers with the essen- 
tials of garage punk. Three of the songs 
are covers, with the remainder written 
mostly by guitarist Lili Zeller. The cover of 
the cd looks like a Sex Pistols meets the 
Tubes album. And the photo of the band 
on the inside sleeve is pretty cool too. If 
you need a little punk fix after listening to 
your local radio show at work all day, or 
listening to a few crappy cds in a row, 
think of adding this one to your closet. 
sa/dp 
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Speedealer Here Comes Death 
[Royalty] 


Speedealer has a new cd out and the 
first two things | noticed right away are the 
missing “REO” (legal 
rights and a lame ass 
band threatening with staal 
action was the cause of =e 
that). The other thing | f= 
noticed is a cover which | 
looks like something from j : 
the Herb Albert and the ry 
Tiawanna Brass Band 
would have back in the 
day. The music is totally 
nothing like the cover 
would suggest, 
Amphetamine fueled 
Motorhead stylings with a 
touch of AC/DC-ish 
breakdowns all sung by a 
man who sounds like he 
has no larynx. For those 
of you who are _ into 
Nashville Pussy, Zeke, or 
even Puffball, this one’s 
for you. mw 


Spite Bastard Complex 
[Prosthetic] 


Got this cd to try out by a band called 
Spite. And in spite of the lame ass music 
on this cd, I'll try to review it. If you watch 
eMpTV lately you've already heard this 
style in bands like Tool, Korn, and Rage 
Against the Machine, the new school of 
bands with repetitive off-key that’s all the 
rage. No pun intended. Not my cup of tea 
at all but kids down at the local mall 
should really dig it, but only if they have 
cable. mw 


Under The Gun Nowhere to Run 
[Mendit] 


This album was coproduced by Roger 
Miret, but leans more toward the kind of 
thing Social Distortion was doing, than 
typical NY hardcore, though these guys 
make no bones about their allegiance to 
New York City. Miret does join the three- 
piece on the last track “Friends Come and 
Go, But Enemies Accumulate”. These 
songs are solid and memorable. The title 
track “Nowhere To Run” plays like an 
anthem. Sort of reminds me of a song the 





seeedealer 


Murder Junkies might have done. I’m not 
too sure where the prison/inmate theme 
comes from, as their mailing address is to 
the outside world. Maybe they've done 
some time, or maybe it’s a just theme that 


























































































































































































































they've attached to this release. Album 
credits are given to: inmates, additional 
inmates and chain gang. Thank yous are 
divided into “from the cell block” and “peo- 
ple on the outside.” | know Roger’s been 
in, but this makes me curious about the 
status of the three band members. sa 


Gram Parsons 





Various Artists Built For Speed 
Motorhead Tribute cd 
[Victory] 


Let me start this off by saying "Lemmy is 
God!” There should be a 
line more than a mile long 
of bands that should kneel 
down and praise the 
Mighty Motorhead because 
without their influence 
undoubtedly, all these 
bands would sound a lot 
different. Here we have a 
































few bands out of the line 






















































































that have gotten together 
to pay tribute. The list con- 














tains: Blood For Blood, with 
their drunken ball room 
white track version of ace 
Of Spades. The Groovy 
Ghoulies doin their 
Ramones-ish cover of all 
things R.A.M.O.N.E.S. 
Integrity up next 
Orgasmatron, Sepultura 
did this a lot better years 
ago. Zeke and Speedealer 
are born naturals to cover I'll Be Your 
Sister, and Motorhead. Other bands you'll 
find: Dropkick Murphy’s and Scarhead’s 
back alley beat down of the classic sweet 
revenge. Motorhead, the only metal band 
that ever mattered to the punks. mw 
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Various Artists Return of the Grievous 
Angel: A Tribute to Gram Parsons 
[Almo Sounds] 


| never really knew who Gram Parsons 
was. | heard his name many times, | knew 
he was a musician, but | never held any 
memory of his music or background. 
Parsons was ‘the subversive Harvard- 
educated hillbilly who invented country- 
rock in the mid-60’s’, as stated in the liner 
notes by 70’s Rolling Stone rock critic Bud 
Scoppa. Parsons had many musical proj- 
ects, the Byrds, the Flying Burrito Brothers 
and two solo ventures, his last featuring 
the yet-to-be-heard-of Emmylou Harris. In 
1973 he died of an overdose. | was just 
ten years old. Now, 25 years after his 
death he lives again in this tribute album 
of his timeless songwriting. 


Thirteen songs by a varied lineup of 
musicians is not what makes this album 


so great, the music is. Beck, Pretenders, 
Sheryl Crow and Elvis Costello are all 
great artists, but if Joe Shmoe from down 
the road played on this album, it might not 
have made a difference in the power of 
this album. The songs are warm, person- 
al and heart-felt, what real music is all 
about. It’s this quality that makes this 
album so riveting. | highly recommend it 
to anyone who's a fan of exceptional 
songwriting. dp 


Thee Watzloves Polka Jamboree De 
Luxe 
[Voodoo Rhythm] 


Thee Watzloves are the Dutch duet of 
Silky and Guido. Silky plays accordion 
and Guido plays drums. The songs are 
party songs, as are most accordion based 
songs. There are polkas and country bal- 
lads, with a hint of bluegrass and zydeco . 
The vocals are crazed, brash, yet beauti- 
ful and spirited. This 12” vinyl-only Ip 
comes in a brown paper envelope style 
sleeve with Thee Watzloves pictured in 
black print, which could easily be mistak- 
en in the bins for some twisted vintage 
Bavarian album. Don’t pass it up. Most of 
the songs were written by Silky and 
recorded on a Tascam four track, though 
you'd hardly even know it. Fans of 
Strapping Fieldhands to Wierd Al 
Yankovich are sure to eat this baby up. sa 


Labels: 


Almo Sounds, Inc. + 360 N. La Cienega Blvd., Los 
Angeles, CA 90048 

Asian Man + PO Box 35585, Monte Sereno, CA 95030- 
5585 * www.asianmanrecords.com 

Beggars Banquet + 580 Broadway, Suite 1004, New 
York, NY 10012-3223 * www.beggars.com 

Dionysus Records * PO Box 1975, Burbank, CA 91507 

Dischord + 3819 Beecher St. NW, Washington, D.C. 
20007-1802 * www.southern.com/dischord/ 

Dropkick Records » PO Box 192, East Melbourne 
Australia 

Estrus Records * PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 
98227-2125 » www.estrus.com 

Eyeball Records * PO Box 1653, Peter Stuyvesant 
Station, New York, NY 10009 

Fat Possum « PO Box 1923, Oxford, MS 38655 + 
www.fatpossum.com 

Get Hip Recordings * Columbus & Preble Aves., 
Pittsburgh, PA 15233 

Man’s Ruin Records + 610 22nd St., #302, San 
Francisco, CA 94107 * www.mansruin.com 

Mendit Records * PO Box 1096, New York, NY 10003 + 
www.mendit.com 

Metal Blade + 2828 Cochran St., Suite 302, Simi Valley, 
CA 93065-2793 * www.metalblade.com 

Prosthetic Records * 6230 Wilshira Blvd. Suite 128, 
Los Angeles, CA 90048 

Quarterstick Records * PO Box 25342, Chicago, IL 
60625 

Radical Records + 77 Bleecker St., New York, NY 
10012 * www.radicalrecords.com 

Royalty Records +» 176 Madison Ave., New York, NY 
10016 * www.royaltyrecords.com 

Side One Dummy LA * 6201 Sunset Blvd., Suite 211, 
Hollywood, CA 90028 * www.side1.com 

Tee Pee/MIA Records + 315 Church St. 2nd floor, New 
York, NY 10013 * www.miarecords.com 

Victory Records + PO Box 146546 Chicago, IL 60614 + 
www.victoryrecords.com 

Voodoo Rhythm * Effingerstrasse 56, 3008 BERN 
Switzerland » www.bboxbbs.ch/home/voodoo 





by Debbie Polak 


Betty Paginated #20 


Beyond the countless photos of semi to 
full on naked chicks, Australia’s BP does 
have content to it. In this issue, some of 
my favorite articles include the 1837 leg- 
end of London’s Spring-heeled Jack, “a 
hideous caped man with eyes like balls of 
fire.” He vomits blue & white flames and 
would spring from ground to roof tops 
when assailing the crime scenes. Many 
books have been written about this phe- 
nomena, and to me it’s just a matter of 
time until it becomes a movie. 


BP’s obituary section includes a couple 
“yanks” WWF’s Owen Hart & Rick Rude, 
Dana Plato and Mark Sandman 
(Morphine). The best would be his epi- 
taph to “pommy” actor Oliver Reed, 
marked with the many drunken outbursts 
or pranks Reed pulled throughout his ine- 
briated life. Included with Reed’s remem- 
brance, a transcript of a Late Night with 
David Letterman show from the late 80’s 
with Reed as a guest giving Letterman a 
hard time throughout his interview. What 
a find. 


Plus, an article written 
by a young lady who ful- 
filled her exhibitionistic 
dream by doing one 
impromptu table dance at 
a strip joint. And if that 
wasn’t enough, she ends 
up with $22 in her pocket 
for 15 minutes of work. 


Unfortunately the next 
issue, #21 will be going up 
from $3 to $5. But the nice 
b/w layout on slick heavy 
stock make it all worth it. 
Oh yeah, and the naked 
chicks help too. 


Dann Lennard 
P.O. Box A1412 
Sydney South, NSW, 1235, Australia 


Big Shot Magazine #1 


I'd consider this to be more of a fanzine 
than a magazine, being that it focuses on 
a running topic, but that doesn’t mean 
with the momentum behind it, it will never 
become the full fledge mag’ | imagine. In 
this premier issue Big Shot covers bikes 





and skateboards, but mostly biking; photo 
spread, injury stories, reasons why bmx 
bikes suck, etc. The photos are great. It 
also features a ‘movie quote challenge’ 
and ‘match-up game’ (match the movie 
quote with the scene pictured), which is 
something different. But the best thing 
about it is its free. That's how Mr. Bigshot, 
Jason Famsworth would like to keep it, 
with the help of advertisers. A cute b/w 
folded, 20-pager with a lot of work into it, 
from the editor to the bikers. Pick it up, it’s 
the first edition, and it’s free! 


xbigshotx@aol.com 
No address given 


Hobby Broadcasting #7 


| thought Hobby Broadcasting was much 
too beyond me to even review. It’s a pub- 
lication highlighting radio broadcasting— 
public-access to pirate radio and TV, 
Internet to shortwave radio. The contents 
page at first sight was overbearing and 
intimidating, but interesting at the same 
time. Articles on using heli- 
um balloons as supports for 
your broadcasting antenna 
didn’t quite hit me at first. 


After paging through, 
an interview with Amanda 
Huron, a 20-something 
community radio activis- 
traised without a TV and a 
fan of the radio show Prairie 
Home Companion, caught 
my attention and | was 
hooked. | paged a little fur- 
ther and came upon a piece 
about John Wisyanski. A 
former “pirate” broadcaster 
now a shortwave broad- 
caster regularly and legal, 
out of Miami, FL, Wisyanski’s radio pro- 
gram “Scream of the Butterfly” can be 
heard all over the world, under ideal con- 
ditions. Everything is well written and 
easy for the radio illiterate (like me) to 
understand. 





The more | read, the more | wondered, 
with everyone caught up in computer 
technologies, why hasn't personal, home- 
grown broadcasting ever caught up to the 
same popularity. With the dollars shelled 
out to buy personal computers for non- 
stop consumerism and pretty party 
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invites, money can’t be an 
excuse. 


Hobby Broadcasting 
P.O. Box 642 

Mont Alto, PA 17237 
www.frn.net/rfi 


My Mind On Paper Zine #2 


This Philadelphia 1/2 
size, xerox zine is a diary 
style publication. It is a 
collection of one man’s 
thoughts, beliefs, com- 
plaints and anything else 
that editor Mike Result 
thinks would interest read- 
ers. A page of “cool 
quotes,” articles about racism, and what “sucks about being 
vegan” are some of the topics among the reviews and classi- 
fieds. And though its cut and paste layout may make it hard to 
compete with the desktop published zines on the rack, it’s still a 
gem of a publication and worth picking up. 


= DEATHMETAL » HOW. 
© STALKERS SOUTHERN MEN + SUC 


1200 E. Marlton Pike, Apt. 801 
Cherry Hill, NJ 08034 
40¢ ppd./$1.25 for 3 issues/free in local stores 


Rollerderby #25 


The last of Rollerderby is now. After ten years having 
accomplished 25 issues of Rollerderby, four cds, ten 
American and European tours, Lisa Suckdog the perform- 
ance artist and Lisa Crystal Carver the writer and mother 
has decided to call it quits. “This is the final Rollerderby,” 
Carver states on page one of the Suckdog Tour Diary, “the 
final Suckdog tour, my final drunken brawls and coke-fueled 
revelations.” When she puts it in those terms, it seems the 
better choice. But having the opportunity to meet and play 
with Lisa Suckdog, | must say her flamboyant shows and 
interaction with her audience will be sorely missed. 


Along with the Suckdog tour, a story called Stalker takes 
you through one man’s brush with a ‘fatal attraction’ rela- 
tionship, the difference being he doesn’t get killed in the 
end, although some might think he deserves to be. Lisa 
also adds her own editor’s note at the end. 


Pauline Wolstencroft’s article “Southern Man” describes 
the author’s fetish of having a “true-blue all-American 
Dixie boy.” In this story, the guy’s named Daniel. “How 
Many Partners Have You Had?” has the most intriguing 
write-ups. It has me amazed. | didn’t realize how preva- 
lent bisexual relations are, even the talk shows couldn’t 
always convince me. 


The cover is bright magenta with a b/w photo of Lisa on 
stage, half naked and smiling. Parts of the photo are col- 


P.0. Box 1918 Garden Grove, 


ored like an old-fashion, hand-colored photo. It’s a striking cover 
and gives the viewer an idea of what the Suckdog Show is/was 
like face to face. 


$3ppd, $10ppd for 5 back issues, wow! 
Lisa Carver 
Box 474, Dover, NH 03821 


Toxic Flyer Fanzine #28 


This 64 page newsprint brings another slew of record reviews 
and interviews. | don’t know how editor Billy Whitfield does it. 
Where the hell does he get all that time and still have more to 
take awesome live shots, report live shows, and do interviews 
with classic rockers like The Great Kat, and Jon Spencer Blues 
Explosion, to the newer up and coming bands like The Infiltrators 
and Kari Nations. Wow. | think Billy is more rock and roll than his 
obsession with it. That's what makes a good fanzine. 


Out now #29 Fall/Winter 99. $2.00 usa, $3.00 Canada/Mexico, 
$4.00 Europe, $5.00 world. 

Billy Whitfield 

PO Box 39158 

Baltimore, MD 21212 


SUPERNOVIG 


OC’s 
alterna- 
= IPP 
Innovators 
are at it 
again! Get 
their brand 


spankin’ 
new CD EP, 

“If | tried” 
for only $5 


ppd!! 


Sone = More CD's by S ice, SLAB 
" “ lore CD's by Supemovice, ; 
ONSET STRANDED, “Set On It” comp also avail- 


able. Write for free catalog, stickers! 


CA 92842 Phone/Fax 


(714)638-7106. e-mail: 
david@onsetrecords.com 
http://www.onsetrecords.com 





Subscriptions * Back Issues 


Back issues are $3.50ppd. in the US ($4.00 elsewhere). © Subscriptions to Stain are $13ppd. ($16 outside U.S.) for four quarterly issues. 
Special deal: Take any 3 back issues for $8ppd. ($9.00 outside U.S.). © A free cd accompanies every subscription! 





17. Debbie always wanted to do a swimsuit issue, so in 
Wa we did. This issue contains sexy_summer shots of 
eston, Squatweiler rank Bell, 
Princes: rstar, thorazine, Mojo 
Nixon, ore iends and more of your favorite 
celebrities. Danté of Exploitation Retrospect contributes: 
ROAMING THE VIDEO WASTELAND: Post-Apocalyptic Cinema 
on the Eve of The 21st Century—a run through the history of 
the post-apoc film genre. Kathy ee 
smileandactnice. oul plus, her and Matt talk 
about the agg ee OUulS record release event in 
Philly. Love & ets have made the official 
a satent on various music news sites, they will be calling it 
quits. Frank Reese brings you the final word from before the 
break-up in this extensive interview. He caught up with the 
trio in Charleston, SC recently. 


16. Mitchell created the beautiful “neople’s party” type 
composition that covered Issue #16. In fact, he’s doing all 
the covers for now on. Colleen Reese offered an extensive 
Ma abs STthre the guilt/trials of the West 

wl hal idpcase We covered Nick Cave 
Ever ast, Grrl com. The Beautys, The 

Amazing Crowns and more. Debbie 

wrote about he ta EU results of Urban Bicycling and 
Rancid Vat's Marla Vee submitted a column on How To 
Save Your Microwave from the Trash Heap. Frank dug up dirt 
on the P.R.C. and their dealings with the U.S., and GodCo 
slapped the tobacco industry. 


15. our good buddy, Luc painted this_issue’s cover, where- 
in we interview Hasil Adkins, Princess 
Superstar and Hanzel Und Gretyl. chuck 
Meehan a an essay about a close encounter with 
Gary Heidnik. Joseph Gervesi gives cyber critics 
what's good for them, and Whiskey Rebel recounts his band’s 
West Coast mini tour. Mike Walsh delivers a tale of living in 
South Philly that is funny, and sad, at the same time. Of 
course there are the regular submissions from Mitch 
Landsman and Frank J. Bell who have collaborated with us 
since the beginning. 


14. Wow, three consecutive full color covers and we're not 
bankrupt. It looks like we'll be able to manage it from here 
on out. Mitchell Landsman painted this one. There are exten- 
sive interviews with Michael Bruce of/on The Alice 
ES er “Group and Dr. Frank of the Mr. 
rleNCe. Additional interviews include James 
Eltroy, The Photon Band and Undergirl. 
There’s also lots of raging from Mr. Bell and comix by Mitch 
and Liz Fiend (one of Liz’s pages has recently been consid- 
ered ‘contraband’ by a CA State prison—couldn’t have had 
anything to do with her depictions of cops/guards). 


13. Full color cover art by Bryan Willette. Read Chuck 
FOD “Mumia Abu - So What”; a look at socialism and 
in Europe. Find out where M.U.1.IN., 


F.O. 
ANTISEEN and oundgarden were spotted 


last and read numerous essays on the theme of luck/unluck. 


12. Full color Brodzik wrap-around cover. A five page 
interview with The Church of the SubGenius’ Reverend Ivan 
Stang, coverage of a failed Stain benefit picnic and an inter- 
view with the fabulous Red Aunts. Lots of 
religious/antireligious opinions sg ti essay on racism pro- 
voked by the lyrics of aginal Jesus. 
















































































































































































11. The covers of #11 are hand silkscreened with toxic out- 
door sign inks for durability. These were designed and produced 
by Wayne Hamilton. Hamilton's band, flac CM are fea- 
tured on the free flexi, We interviewed via King of 
Dung & Swedes,’ Frank mourns, Debbie & Danté 
reflect and Ed Wilcox displays the first half of his new 12-page 
comic. Literally, bagged with extras... 


10. Boy did we complain. If you like hunting and hate peo- 
ple, this was the issue for you. Debbie broke everyone's heart. 
Mitchell did another tremendous cover, and we didn't print 
nearly enough of these. Actually we just had like 20 returned. 
This previously out-of-print issue is temporarily available again. 


9. A Rez cover saluting the grand ol’ E.C. Horror comix. The 
focus is definitely on Philadelphia personalities this time. Joe 
Gervasi contributes h De vei fark researching the "guido." 
Joe Ujj interviews fters and Ed Wilcox interviews 
"the living legend" Mikey Wi Id. Few left. 


8. Mitch Landsman & Bryan Willette collaborate on a linoleum 
block cut design printed on metallic gold stock to wrap this 
issue. Inside, Frank laments the passing of actor, Alan Palo, The 
Ringleader infiltrates the ECW, we interview GONGO 
Norvell, ea NESE ac Neil Hagerty, Plus a free flexi fea- 
ring Willette’s H olgt Landsman’s Strogen 
Surge and The Standy-Pol Trio. You'll tike. 


7. Mr. Mike Diana.on the cover this time—three garish colors! 
Debbie chats with Caterpill lar, Steve sits in on a press 
conference with John Waters, we reassess Manson's guilt, Frank 
bums out on shitty literature and Fred Olen Ray offers a fitting 
tribute to the late B-movie star, Cameron Mitchell. 


e Covey by Mitchell Landsman. We speak to Killdozer, 

erelict Hotel, Rodan, Elliott Levin and Charles 
Burns. The Toybox column features Aurora monster model kits, 
and Frank Bell blasts lawyers. You'll want it for the Bonus 
Brodzik Pin-Up alone! 


Tem Three-col or raat cover with a free flexi-disc, of Rig by 
el le of Bon Matin and Genghis K ED 
rie Ce. Features on Chris Thompson od 
cee enitorturers, Therapy? and ta 

Weber. 


4. We bid good-bye to our Jap-robot theme this time, as we 
feature the art of the great Al Frank on the cover gf this 32- 

ager, Interviews with Alice = and Richard 
Heil. Live reviews and photos of Royal TruxX and 
Monster agnet, 


time. 


and Frank defends his favorite pas- 


3.4 ma Gee first glassy covey. Inside read about 
Ultraman, Lunof ish, ZuZus Petals, the art of 
Luc Esterson se more wrestling, comix, opinion and hatred 
than ever before. Very few left. 


2: Bright yellow, green and red "Goldar" cover. Inside there 
are features on Space Giants and Monster Magnet. 
Frank Bell fills us in on romance in the 90's and Chris Repholz 
trashes the Grammys. We also bid farewell to Andre the Giant 
and Texas Tornado. 


Premier Issue - Out of print. The issue that started it 
all. If you missed this one, you've missed this one. A very lim- 
ited printing of 200 with hand silk-screened covers are gone 
forever. Johnny Sokko, Tsunami, Comix and more. 


Web site: www.StainMagazine.com 
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ZONIC SHOCKUM 
Here Today... cdep 

Seven brand new songs 
on this specially priced 
cd. This disc also includes 
the soon-to-be out of print 
“No, You Suck” single from 
1993 as a bonus. Ten 
tracks in all... and only 
$5ppd. in the U.S., $6 
elsewhere. 





























EXPERIENCE 
Glutton 7" 
This is the debut vinyl 


from these noise-mon- 
sters. Three pounding, 
screaming, gut-wrenching 
hunks of disgust—all for 
you! Every package is 
unique. Hand-stuffed with 
trading cards, stickers, in- 
formation, personal pho- 
tos, or anything else they 
could find. (Pot-luck only.) 
On cheerful red _ vinyl. 
Don't resist. 


Stain Music 


pee OS = Eg 

ZONIC SHOCKUM 

Alley Hunter/ 

The Ugly Pear 7” 

This single debuts the 
band’s current line-up. 
“Alley Hunter” is an epic 
pop tune, where as “The 
Ugly Pear” is more weird, 
experimental and _ tape- 
samply. A combination 
ZONIC has been using on 
singles for years. 






ig 


BLADDER CONTROL 
Electrocarnivorous 7" ep 

A one-man electro-indus- 
trial horror show. This 
gruesome release fea- 
tures a fast, driving cover 
of Black Sabbath's 
"Warning" + 3 others. Add 
samples from The Love 
Boat, public access TV 
and someone's toilet + 
drum machines, tape 
loops & creepy distorted 
vocals, and this one can't 
be missed. Limited to 700. 


ZONIC SHOCKUM 

Self-titled cd 

This is ZONIC SHOCKUM's 
debut full-length release 
after five singles, a Grass 
Records compilation track 
and a few other endeav- 


ors. After countless lo- 
fi/low-budget recording 
sessions, they've nar- 


rowed it down to thirteen 
distinctively stylish songs 
to show just how far they 
can go. 

















































































































GRIEVING EUCALYPTUS 
SUST Psi ROCK 'N' ROLL 


GRIEVING EUCALYPTUS 
Just Plain Rock-n-Roll cd 
Now available through 
Stain is the debut full- 
length release by this 
three-piece from rural PA. 
This was released on the 
F.O.E. label. In the vein of 
THE HOLLYS and 7SEC- 
ONDS, GRIEVING EUCA- 
LYPTUS have been tour- 
ing and releasing singles 
for a few years now. 
Boy/girl vocals and hard 
bashing drum _ beats 
abound. 








ZONIC SHOCKUM 

Between the 6s/Lugy 7" 
The fourth single by this 
Philadelphia quartet. Two 
fast tracks that will make 
you squirm. This one was 
recorded at the Frizz dur- 
ing the paralyzing height 
of the ice storm of ‘94. 





RANCID VAT 

Blobs Have More Fun 7” 

A great single from Philly's 
hard rockin’ big mouths. 


Their new “Blobs Have 
More Fun’ on the A-side, a 
cover of Captain Don 
Leslie’s “Tattoo Boogie” on 
the B-side. That’s Cosmo's 
old man on the cover. Cos- 
mic Commander also adds 
liner notes inside to give 
you an idea what kind of a 
hell raiser his pop was. 
Brilliancy Prize Records 





"Wo, You Suc” 


ZONIC SHOCKUM 

No, You Suck/ 
Lollipop/Bullet 7" 

3 songs from ZS. "No, You 
Suck" is stop-and-go stuff 
w/ lots of changes-just the 
way you like it! "Lollipop" is 
Debbie at her loud and 
lung-ee best. Also, a cover 
of the MISFITS' "Bullet'—so 
fast, George would cry. On 
burgundy vinyl. "| got so 
mad | wung the fucker 
across the room, scaring 
the hell out of my otherwise 
sedate cat" -Your Flesh 








RANCID VAT 
Radio Rampage cd 


Recorded live in 1996 
from an East Orange, NJ 
radio show, this one was 
also released on Brilliancy 
Prize records. These 
crazy, drunken neighbors 
of ours put on one fuck of 
a show. If you don’t believe 
me, just listen for yourself. 
Hear the entire broad- 
cast-unedited! 


7" records and back issues are $3.50ppd. in the US ($4 elsewhere) 


Full length CDs are $9ppd. ($11 outside U.S.) © T-shirts are $10ppd. ($12 outside U.S.) 
Subscnptions (w/ free cd!) to Stain are $13ppd. ($16 outside U.S.) for four quarterly issues. 








Stain Fanzine/Music ¢ P.0. Box 2501, Philadelphia, PA 19147-2501 
Enclose checks/M.0.s payable to: Stain 


























Large/Xtra Large | 
$10.00ppd. 





Mel High quality | Allow two weeks for delivery «Subscriptions: Please list issue # you wish to start with. 
Stain 

8 t-shirts Your order: 

Hg Green or Gold H Amount enclosed: 

wee shirt with : Name: Age: 
blood-red ' 
shotgun design. [ Address: 
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COMMON RIDER 
Last Wave Rockers 
CDEP Ew EL BP 


I'M IN LOVE 


wwe jackie paper 


12" EP $5.00 

CD/EP $7.00 
(overseas add $2) 
Checks or Money Orders 
Pavable to: 

Panic Button 

P.O. Box 148010 
Chicago IL 60614-8010 
“write for a free catalog 


10-27 PHILADELPHIA, PA 
10-28 NYC 
10-30 PROVIDENCE, | 


ADT 


«RIOT, RIOT 


&® emusic DOWNLOAD 


EPITAPH MP3'S AT EMUSIC.COM 


The First Full-Length Album From: 


ENEMY YOU 


WHERE NO ONE KNOWS MY NAME 


CD-$9 +LP-$7 


ANIC Bute 











OUT NOW! 


MORE 


Wore Betemmnass 


CD &LP 





